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SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO 

ATTACK DECAY SUSTAIN RELEASE 

The debut album, in stores now on CD, Limited Double CD and LP. 

NME "SMD will own summer 2007" (8/10) 

MIXMAG "SMD have finally shown us how it can be done" (4/5) 

DAILY MIRROR "SMD have personality, laughs, edge and invective to spare" (4/5) 

FUTURE MUSIC "Without doubt one of the best electronic albums of the year" (9/10) 

i-D "Everything you need from an amped up party album... get ready 

for a dancefloor invasion near you." 

TIMES KNOWLEDGE "A dance record imbued with a dynamic and attitude 

that can appeal to rock fans" (4/5) 

NUTS "Stompin' acid grooves and indie club floor fillers" (4/5) 

iDJ Album of The Month "the perfect dance album" (5/5) 

LONDON LITE "Club floor album of the summer" (4/5) 

TIME OUT "An album of superior disco house" (5/6) 

METRO "Super, body-jacking stuff" (4/5) 

THE FLY "a punchy electrofest" (4/5) 

LOADED "Pulse-pumping" (4/5) 

Q "Dance music saved" (4/5) 

Includes the singles It's The Beat', 'I Believe' and 'Hustler' 




THE CRIBS 

MEN'S NEEDS, WOMEN'S NEEDS, WHATEVER 

The highly acclaimed third album from the UK's finest punk rock brothers. 
Produced by Alex Kapranos of Franz Ferdinand, this sees the band take 
their trademark sound to new heights. In stores now on CD, 
Limited CD/DVD boxset and LP. 

NME ALBUM OF THE WEEK "the sexiest dirty pop record of the year" (8/10) 

DROWNED IN SOUND "No-one likes a meddling critic dictating what 

the kids should be listening to nowadays, but, sod that: please, please let it be 

The Cribs" (9/10) 

ROCK SOUND "a triumph for honest and un-pretentious guitar music" (8/10) 

SUNDAY TIMES "one of Britain's best pop-punk bands" (4/4) 

THE LONDON PAPER "it's a classic" (4/5) 

Q "superb" (4/5) 

Includes the singles 'Men's Needs' and 'Moving Pictures'. 
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EUROS CHILDS THE MIRACLE INN 

Hot on the heels of 'Bore Da' comes 'The Miracle Inn', Euros' third 
solo album for Wichita and, in our opinion, his best yet - the album's 
centrepiece and title track is a 17 minute wonder in 7 parts (!!) 

IN STORES AUGUST 20th ON CD AND DOWNLOAD 

New single, 'Horse Riding' in stores August 6th 
on seven inch and download. 



www.wichita-recordings.com 
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MEG BAIRD DEAR COMPANION 

Dear Companion, the debut solo album from Meg Baird 
of Espers, in stores now on CD. 

A hauntingly beautiful collection of covers, traditionals 

and two of Meg's own songs. Fans of Espers, Mellow Candle, 

Pentangle etc. miss this at their peril! 

THE OBSERVER "Gorgeous, understated melancholy" 
WORD "Welcome Meg Baird with arms so wide" 
ROCK SOUND "Perfect summer evening listening" 
ALTERNATIVE ULSTER "The most sincere record 
you'll hear this year" 



'The history of 
everything helps 
me a lot' 

- Marnie Stern, p48 
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"If you're not careful," remarked my friend Jamie 
after our 30-minute set supporting Holly Golightly 
the other night. "People will be calling you part of 
the psych-folk rock underground." 

It's funny how times change. When I was in my 
late teens, I just wanted to be in a punk (read: pop) 
band, lovelorn and attractively dishevelled, wailing 
words of alienation and would-be romance over 
suitably loud music: failing that, a drummer would 
have been nice. None of my mates possessed the 
skill to work out cover versions, so we were driven to 
creating weird noise with recorders and cheap tape 
machines, drumsticks wedged in guitar strings 
several years before we encountered Sonic Youth. 
It sounded unique, but as anyone who's ever been 
bullied at school will tell you, unique ain't all that. 

I moved up to London, started acting as a retard 
MC at a club run by a mate who I met dancing 
down the front of his band's gigs; found that I was 
expected to perform songs - so I'd write them the 
afternoon of the gig, on a never-tuned guitar (so 
out-of-tune that I was frequently unable to play 
the same song twice). Often, I wouldn't even bother 
with music, figuring it was far easier to shout. 

Later, I formed a band that included Mekons 
singer Tom and the aforementioned Jamie: we 
wrote our own songs - but I was so jealous of my 
peers, able to write simple, three-chord pop songs 
with lyrics that didn't spiral off on tangents at every 
opportunity. Watched Patrik Fitzgerald and Anne 
Clark perform their spoken word over rudimentary 
electronica: their stories were so contained. Mine 
were just unruly. I just wanted to be in the Ramones 
- but my music was. . . ? What was my music? 

I'd try to hide the choirboy quaver in my voice, 
ashamed; knew instinctively that it wasn't remotely 
fashionable, however much I loved Edwyn Collins. 

Time passed. I'd rush up on stage sometimes, 
and scream words in some semblance of rhythm 
for a fierce couple of minutes, but that was it. 

Flash forward a decade. I'm still getting up on 
stage, still refusing to rehearse, still enunciating 
words of despair and worry, with the occasional 
melody. I still eschew the conventional route - never 
did find a drummer to play with. But I don't care 
anymore. I think it's funny that I alienate the sparse 
audiences I play to, that I'm now in a position where 
I can now draw upon accomplished musicians to 
give flesh to my wandering visions. It's been a long 
time coming, but I think I've finally realised. I'm 
never going to get that perfect pop hit. 
Everett True 



It's been another month of great live stuff, all safely 
indoors away from the monsoons and enforced 
bonhomie of big outdoor festivals, and all inspiring 
enough to convince me that actually this wasn't, 
as I suspected at its beginning, the worst month 
ever, but instead the start of new and good things, 
impeccably and very loudly soundtracked. 

First thing I did, after catching Ramleh in a Soho 
basement, was go see Neurosis, lifting my face up 
to their noise-threaded prog-metal like it was some 
kind of inverse sunshine. Every time you thought 
they couldn't follow that amazing outro, another 
song would start. Cloudy, beautiful, cauterising. 

Then, a run of great Upset The Rhythm shows, 
including Dirty Projectors (Dave Longstreth's juju- 
skronk smoothed out by the intricate cooing of 
heavenly singers Angel and Amber) and Marnie 
Stern. ("Speed, gold and spirit! '" she yells, "I'm near 
it! I'm near it! I'M NEAR IT!" I feel like I want to grab 
her and thank her.) 

Already that week I'd seen Cecil Taylor, William 
Parker, Tony Oxley and Anthony Braxton at the Royal 
Festival Hall. As Daniel Spicersays in his live review 
in this issue, "260 combined years of creative 
fervour fighting for survival. You have to listen." 
Yeah. A concert I'll remember the rest of my life. 

On Friday 1 3 July, I put on an event at the 
Whitechapel Gallery - thanks to Knives Ov 
Resistance, Bass Clef and Xylitol for making it 
such a booming, vibrating, oscillating, scratching, 
blipping and shredding night. The next day we 
got on the Supersonic bus to Birmingham and 
prostrated ourselves beyond Om, who furthered my 
psychic healing with a large dose of their low-end 
mythos and a fantastic new track. Pharaoh Overlord 
and Qui slayed too, leaving me able to utter only 
expletives for the rest of the evening. Fun! 

A day's recovery and it was down to the Spitz 
to organise Plan B's Oxbow Duo, Duracell and ZX 
Spectrum Orchestra show. It was hard work, but 
worth it to hear Duracell's drums and electronics 
onslaught and Oxbow's mesmeric, wrenching 
songs. A friend was due to get married a few 
days later, and we couldn't help remark what 
a cool impromptu avant-hen night it was turning 
outto be, semi-naked man and all. 

And afterwards, Duracell treated us to an 
outdoor mbira set, stamping his foot as he plucked 
Zimbabwean songs from wood, metal and bottle 
tops, the sound echoing up Commercial Street and 
dispersing like stars into London's stormy, sullen air. 
Frances Morgan 
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end of the road festival and 
plan b present: a taste of... 

Words: Lauren Strain 

Photography: Cat Stevens 



Spin out the summer and welcome 
the autumn with hazy blues, 
bittersweet pop, smoky alt country, 
sea shanties and love songs at the 
End Of The Road Festival 




The Young Republic 

Blue Skies 

In which the race for the prize begins, with 
strings scooping out the inside of an autumn 
hurricane and reaching for castle-heights or 
canopy leaves. "/ want to grow up in a small 
wooden house and learn how to dance, "he 
sings, leaving township skylines to absently 
daydream of Utopia. 

Midlake 

Young Bride 

Too world-tired too young, the girl bows into 
the billows of her ill-judged wedding dress 
(the dress is fine, it's the wedding that was 
the mistake). Sung through cat's-yawn 
vowels and swaying viola, memories revolve 
like a strip of photo negatives, coffee mug 
rings marking the ones she wants to keep. 

Jens Lekman 

Friday Night At The Drive-ln Bingo 

So Jens, speaking of marriage, I have this 
plan where I meet you at the church and 
things go from there. What d'you reckon? 
I've got a very nice family heirloom flute 
that'd go with your honey-roast tones and 
rooty-tooty reeds just like. . .well, just like 
you and me, Jens. 

Herman Dune 

123 Apple Tree 

This is what happens when you're trying 
to tell someone you love them and the bottle 
finally shatters: David-lvar sings like a 
boisterous kitten, and pieces of fruit with 
bubble eyes join in on the chorus. . 

Danielson 

Did I Step On Your Trumpet 

Or: gloriously drunk shanty for barking out 
over the high seas of familial ties. Daniel 
Smith's niggly, lemon-sour vocals whinny 
down the ship's funnel as cartoon lightning 



hurls his slapdash crew to the boatsides in 
an on-deck menagerie of sailor hats, suits 
buttoned wrongly and monocles pinging 
off faces. 

Architecture In Helsinki 

Heart It Races 

Like dancing at the end of the pier when far 
too smashed to do so safely, this is steel 
drum hula-foolery for happy shoes and pink 
tongues. Spoons on upturned pans sound 
like winning at the coconut shy; on the 
beach, you eat fruit straight from the tin, 
then geekily point out constellations. 

Super Furry Animals 

Into The Night 

Here's a song whose rhythm encourages 
movements replicating pigeons/chickens/ 
general farmyard fowl, yet is somehow 
sexy. It must be those blurred guitars 
like a muzzle of bleary-antennae'd bees, 
or these rattlesnake shakers and synthy 
bits like steam hissing from some newly- 
laid tarmac. 

Lambchop 

Your Fucking Sunny Day 

A big band ensemble generates a feeling 
of togetherness, while the rhythm guitar 
proudly exhibits a nervous tic. Embittered 
lyrics act as a wry counterpoint to the suave 
brass section that cruises down the high 
street in smug shades, sipping a margharita 
and showing off its car. 

Port O'Brien 

Five And Dime 

Post-broken heart, there's the kind of 
paralysis you get when nursing a vacancy 
and emptiness that's so of-the-moment 
it (perversely) assumes its own energy. 
So, instead of indulging inertia, Port O'Brien's 
Van Pierszalowski channels this fuel into 



bristling guitars that brush the dust from 
your shoulders and launch you back into 
the world. 

Howe Gelb 

World Stand Still 

The parched old acoustic rattles, exquisitely. 
The resonant preacher's voice stands outside 
the window of a house, watching its lone 
inhabitant sigh at the television and think 
about trying to make some tea; then go 
on sitting. "So many days here - here, on 
the planet, "growls Howe Gelb, thoughtful 
andempathetic. 

Micah PHinson 

Digging A Grave 

Banjos crackle into the present from the past; 
sputtery wires filter electricity to a TV set that 
hasn't worked in decades but now coughs 
into stilted, black and white life. Comforting, 
in that way all antiquated snapshots of 
places you've never been but recognise 
as home seem to be. 

Malcolm Middleton 

Stay Close Sit Tight 

Tears come swooshing to the backs of 
eyes; they hover uncertainly around the 
hallway, talking to no one and inspecting 
the buffet while your face goes on smiling 
and you grip your wine glass. Maybe it's 
the gentle pitch and roll as the chorus 
bids goodbye to the mainland; maybe 
it's him sensing the black dog that lopes 
past, unobservant. 

Charlie Parr 

Worried Blues 

During the stately silence of an afternoon, 
sounds are of a rocking chair croaking and 
dust rustling roosting feathers. Then: swing 
doors, and drinkers. In other words, here's 
a song that, with its stressed, old-oak guitar 



and poisoned voice, neatly illustrates 
everything I'm missing about the ability 
to smoke indoors. 

Archie Bronson Outfit 

Dart For My Sweetheart 

The shape of a riff -straight-necked, 
dip-backed, equine -forms in the fire, 
like how you'd read your future in tea leaves. 
Hellish, jubilant choirs lift SamWindett's 
shrieking up into a circular march. 
Formidable, like watching an entire ridge- 
side of forest go up in flames and running 
towards the escape-hatch sky. 

Dan Sartain 

Gun vs Knife 

Wherein Sartain does his whole ale- 
chuggin', horse-slappin', cowboy-stabbin' 
thing with a hungry bass and a tattoo 
orthree... 

Liz Green 

Midnight Blues 

Last orders at the on-set cafeteria: as filming 
slows for the day, smokers pack away their 
Panavision reel-to-reels and smudgy figures 
retreat to rooms. She's the last awake, 
her voice like a toke of camomile tobacco 
mingling with Twenties fur, a lonely 
Garbo stirring tea: "I kiss my baby, and 
we put out the lights. "Available on the 
compilation album Digital Northerner 3 
(Fat Northerner) 

You can catch all the above acts and 
more (including Scout Niblett, King 
Creosote and Yo La Tengo) at End Of 
The Road, September 14-16, Larmer 
Tree Gardens, Salisbury 
www.endoftheroadfestival.conn 

For copyright reasons this CD is only 
available in the UK 
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Words: Everett True 
Photography: Steve Gullick 



Grinderman/Suicide 

The Forum, London 

Is this a cause for celebration? 

Time's short; and this damn venue reminds me 
of everything I never wanted to be reminded of 
about London. It's been years since I was last here, 
and it was years then. Yet the crowd's the same. . . 
Look! There's Nick Cave on stage with his sleazy 
moustache and round-shouldered swagger, 
howling his way through a set of songs that 
wouldn't have disgraced Jim Morrison. Notthat 
I ever appreciated The Doors, but there was a certain 
miserable energy that permeated some of their base 
grooves that this 'super' group of alternative rock 
seems to tap into. Time's short, and the feeling's 
not right. I walked out on The Birthday Party at 
their height, fists flailing as we pushed aside the 
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dilettantes and debutantes - and I'll reserve the 
right to walk out on Cave's latest magnificent folly 
if need be, 25 years on. 

Look. There's Warren Ellis! Up there, being eaten 
alive by his hair: shaking maracas and striking poses 
through the opening brace of songs 'Grinderman' 
and 'Get It On', deadpan and dissolute. . .when's 
he going to pick up his violin and lay waste to this 
sprawling mess of Stooges swipes and the odd flurry 
of enticement? It's nice he wants to play bouzouki, 
and 'Get It On' boasts a fine sarcastic spoken intra, 
but. Look. There's Jim Sclavunos up on a pedestal, 
the Lord of Drums (he helped kickstart Sonic Youth 
and Teenage Jesus And The Jerks. . . it works for me) 
-the Charlie Watts of Grinderman. Hey, there's 
Martyn Casey (ex-Triffids, Bad Seeds) on bass. . .the 
dude without the hair. That's cool. It's some nice 



hair. They musicians look like they're having a fine 
old time, alternating between screech and bluesy 
thrum, picking out repetition and desire with a 
casual disregard for circumstance. And look, there's 
Nick, greeted like a homecoming hero, occasionally 
doing that Nick Cave thing wherein he leaps in the 
air and whirls his arms and legs around in a flurry of 
indignation... and wait. Is that a guitar he's playing? 
Nick Cave on guitar. ..really! 

And why are there two-minute breaks between 
each and every song? 

This damn scene is reminds me of former glories, 
and not in a positive way. That smell isn't just beer 
and cigarettes and London sweat. And it isn't that 
I dislike Grinderman's main support Suicide so much 
as find them amusingly irritating, the way Rev and 
Vega swagger round stage and mumble through 







This reverence seems counter to what I believe Grinderman 
to be about - a grand jape, a lad's night out with a few 
other lads 



nonsensical words and cover versions like the frail 
dudes they are, it's just that... 

Is it me? Is it the fact Grinderman should be 
playing in tiny venues where Ellis and Cave have 
to struggle to be heard against the banter from the 
bar as they belligerently and cuttingly parade their 
manhood: where the wah-wah shuffle of 'Depth 
Charge Ethel' and grating charm of 'Electric Alice' 
come alive amid beer-soaked talk. This reception, 
this rock'n'roll reverence seems counter to what 
I believe Grinderman to be about-a grand jape, 
a lad's night out with a few other lads looking to 
revel in their status as Rock Dudes - and yes, I know 
it isn't their fault that their combined presence 
means they start at the top (first gig, headlining 
ATP), just like Damon Albarn and his gang. But the 
dulling 'I Don't Need You To Set Me Free' is not 



worthy of any of the men up there tonight, and 
while 'Honey Bee' has a great hacking motif buzzing 
through the verses, and 'Go Tell The Woman' is shot 
through with a rich vein of Cave's trademark black 
humour, it isn't enough to rescue the situation. 

Maybe I'm too old. Maybe my memory is 
refusing to lie down, surrender to the present. But 
I don't need the illusion of rebellion. I never need 
that. And when even such excellent lyrics like, "We 
leave religion to the psychos and fanatics/But we are 
tired/We've got nothing to believe in /We are lost. . . 
(pause). . . Go tell the women that's we're leaving" 
can't pull me back, then I know something is 
severely amiss. 

And when Cave sings slow and soliloquises, as 
on 'Astronaut (Man In The Moon)', it just reminds 
me of how much I miss the Bad Seeds: one of the 



great unsung bands of the Eighties, Nineties and 
Noughties. Damn straight. 

So I leave early, and miss 'No Pussy Blues', 
the one absolute Grinderman classic (the way it 
baits traditional macho rape-y imagery with such 
merciless self-deprecation), and obviously the one 
song that would have made tonight come alive. 
But I'm old and haggard and my beard is gone and 
I don't need no peers telling me what a rotting mess 
my life has become, thank you: not when it's found 
a little stability, listening to Woman's Hour and 
Gardener's Question Time and watching the BBC 
and MTV and everything. And so I miss the joint 
encore with Suicide. 

I'm sure it's a hell of a lot of fun being in 
Grinderman. I just don't want to live next door 
to them. 
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Words: Lauren Strain 

Illustration: Pellet 



Woody Woodpecker does not feature in music all that regularly. But then, 
Spiderman Of The Rings isn't your average album, and Dan Deacon isn't your 
average musician: "The most insane description of me would be 'indie rapper'," 
he reveals. "I don't rap at all. Ever. Or maybe 'circuit-bending idiot savant'. 
I don't circuit-bend. And I'm not retarded." 

"This piece ['Wooody Wooodpecker' - spot the difference] came about 
as a project for composition using samples of celebrities," he types, justifying 
the animated bird's presence. " I chose Woody as my celebrity. At first it was a 
phase piece, with the laugh layered again and again, at slightly different lengths 
and a few cents sharp or flat. There is a 20-minute version that I sometimes do 
live." Twenty minutesl "I've been really overly obsessed with crescendo-based 
pieces," he explains. "I really love ostinatos." On record, his guinea-pig choirs 
whip the volume; live, it's a one-man showcase that crosses boundaries between 
artist and crowd. "I do all my performances at ground level, off the stage, and 
whenever possible I try to play in a weird place within the venue. I talk a lot 
before I start playing, often getting the audience to join with me in absurd 
and ornate countdowns or droning on sustained syllables or words." 

Connection made, people do stuff that's normally restricted - like flinging 
a spoonful of cornflakes at the ceiling, or hugging someone on the tube. 
Unsurprisingly, it's born from a similarly intimate atmosphere: "The Baltimore 
scene is a very close-knit circle of friends. Most of us either live together or very 
close, we try to help each other out and know that a strong community of artists 
builds a stronger scene and city in general. " And you really hope that the Wham 
City collective he founded - "A group of jerk artists that started a jerk club for 
fun times" -truly is as full of goats, bats and cotton-candy clouds as yapped on 
about during the 1 2-minute track of the same name. ("With a narrative piece 
like 'Wham City' or 'Lion With A Shark's Head' I try to be as descriptive as 



'The crystal cat is an idol' 



possible so that the listener can easily envision what I'm envisioning. I feel like 
such a dork saying that. I am terrible at interviews. " Bless.) 

Don't think, however, that this record is just whimsical cartoonery, 'cause 
there's a lunatic ingenuity in the lyrics and a desperate, adult energy in those 
relentless, synthy surges. For 'Big Milk', stunningly sweet chimes sound like tipsy 
insects and chinks of light. 

Beyond its giddy highs and test-card colours, the most striking aspect of 
Spiderman is Deacon's ear for beats. "In Junior High I discovered I had a MIDI 
program on my PC. It just had blank staves and you could click the notes in. 
I taught myself theory and how to read treble clef. I could read bass since I was 
taught the trombone (I'm a terrible trombone player). I just fell in love with it." 

Triangular shapes and polka-dot accents fight to form a rhythmic Braille 
-then, amid the scatty geometries, a bent drone will mewl its way in from a 
corner of your sad little heart and for a moment it sounds almost melancholic 
(04:1 6, 'Wham City'). This doesn't last long: back come the gerbils brandishing 
liquorice batons and sherbetamine eyes; back come the spoof Ore chants and 
bugged-out parakeets ('Trippy Green Skull'). You're getting the kind of visions 
Walt Disney was clearly having when he decided to make Fantasia: y'know, all 
those hula-lines of sexy elephants, soap bubbles and nightmarish figures that 
vanish with a pop. (Maybe this was Dumbo. I forget.) 

A video for 'The Crystal Cat', invented by visual artist Jimmy Joe Roche, 
features distorted wolves, turquoise zebras and Dan splatting himself onto 
equipment, off his face on sugar and friendship. "The crystal cat is an idol with 
the 'Dogdragon' mythology I've been developing," he explains, cryptically. 

Deacon makes music like 'Pink Batman', where spindly acoustics are 
arachnids, dancing. He sets off loops that sound like itching powder, and bleeds 
deftly pretty organs onto beglittered floors. If you punched him in the mouth, 
he'd spit micro chips in place of teeth and have big LCD "ERROR!!" signs 
flashing out of his eyes like red boxes of computerly rage. 

While listening, I want you to pull animal shapes: the peacock strut, the 
kangaroo bop, the meerkat lunge. I want your fizzy coils of Haribo brains to 
jump out yer ears and onto the carpet, and I want your nose to gum and your 
mouth to shout out complaints against bumblebees, like his. Not until you 
have done this will I be happy. NOW GO AND GET ON WITH IT. 

www.myspace.com/dandeacon 
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Words: Emily Graham 
Photography: Emily Graham 

Middlesborough pair (plus extras) Das 
Wanderlust describe themselves as 'wrong 
pop'. Screeching, stomping and wailing, 
their hyperactive school orchestra songs 
build a sugar rush that recalls the nausea 
of a waltzer ride, along with syrupy splatters 
of messy shapes and bright colours, all 
served with lyrics that swing between banal, 
tongue-in-cheek and just plain gibberish. 
I asked them to explain themselves. 

on songwriting 

Laura: "I write a little melody and then I start just 
singing whatever comes into my head. I suppose I get 
annoyed by silly things and then sing about them. Also, 
I'm not good at rhyming things." 

'I have the 
coordination of 
a wounded elk' 

Andy: "On 'Supermarkets' [B-side to new single 
'Sunday School'] I thought it'd be funny to write a 
political song about the kind of thing that people who 
write political songs don't sing about. It's all, 'Fuck the 
government' - wel I, what about hedgerow removal ? " 

on playing live 

Laura: "It's a confidence trick, really. If you act like 
you're having the best time ever then other people 
enjoy it, even though every night we're scared silly. 
Because I'm quite a shy person, I kind of freak out and 
turn into this gibbering idiot. Who says the most stupid, 
boring things. In a strange high-pitched voice. . . " 

on dancing 

Andy: " My dancing skills are pretty comedic. I have the 
coordination of a wounded elk - a lot of rolling around 
on the floor and waggling of the legs as if riding an 
inverted bicycle. My attitude to dancing is that if you 
can't look cool, you might as well look like you're 
enjoying yourself! And we definitely can't look cool." 

on the north 

Laura: "Because I'm from London I've always felt like 
an outsider up here, and the north is a very different 
place to the south: you notice little oddities that 
northern people take for granted. I do like the north, 
though. When I lived in London I felt unhappy because 
it's so big and there's so much going on already that 
you feel like you have nothing to offer. But up here 
there's more of a cultural vacuum and so there's more 
to make up for. It spurs you on to put gigs on. And form 
a band. And make things. It sort of inspires you." 

www.daswanderlust.co.uk 




five questions for.. .wild beasts 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Adam Faraday 



Over a rollicking, jangling beat that fairly bounces 
along with hedonistic swagger like old time 
Postcard standard-bearers Orange Juice given free 
rein, a fearlessly crooning voice cracks and breaks 
and blossoms as it reaches out for the high notes, 
delights as it swoops for the low. It's so wrong 
somehow, so giddy- like a weird cross between 
Patrick Wolf, Antony minus the angelic, Fifties 



'We're just four 
middle-class white 
boys from the Lake 
District' 



heartthrob Johnny Ray, Sixties crazy man Tiny 
Tim and dashingly erudite Associates signer Billy 
McKenzie (but, of course, sounding nothing like 
any of the above). 

Through Dark Night' is the second single from 
Leeds-based four-piece Wild Beasts -just signed 
to Domino imprint Bad Sneakers, expect a debut 
album later this year - and it has completely won 
me over. 

Do you suffer from nightly neediness? 

Only sometimes, when the drink doesn 't dull it. 
Hayden (voice): "I don't really go out. I don't drink 
too much, and have never taken Class A drugs. We 
haven't even recorded our first album yet and we 
have to be careful it's the album we want it to be. So 
I'm taking things gingerly. Afterthat, who knows?" 



Who inspired you to start playing music? 

Too many and too few to mention, we're afraid. . . 
Hayden: "We don't like to put forward names 
because we want people to explore for themselves. 
I started singing when I was 1 4 when I realised I 
wasn't going to be a footballer. Music was the plan 
b. I had been in the local church choir but I was the 
worst singer out the bunch. I was into the normal 
teenage things - a lot of the classic bands that you 
either get bogged down by or work your way out 
of. I didn't wantto be in a homage band." 

Please give me three non-musical influences. 

Beef Jerky, Frank Bruno, TS Eliot. 

What's your favourite art movement? 

Fauvism, hands down. We don 't know many 
others. . . 

Hayden: "There's not a lot of stuff that stays with 
you from school. The Fauvists stuck with me; these 
guys like Matisse who painted what they felt was 
natural to them. It's the same with us, but people 
think we're deliberately outrageous or wild or 
beastly. We're just four middle-class white boys 
from the Lake District; we're hardly wild beasts, but 
maybe this band lets us be something we're not. 
"We all went to the same school so there was 
a general mentality that built up. Each school is 
its own world. Once we left school, we spent 1 8 
months learning how to make music. There weren't 
that many people in Kendal who would let us be 
who wanted. So we had to move. Leeds seemed 
the best place to move to - people there are very 
receptive and open to new bands, with a passion 
for music that's amazing. " 

Who in your band is the best dancer and how 
do they dance? 

Hayden does the 'Chicken ' dance. Tommy does the 
foot stomp. Benny pulls off a mean moon walk. Bert 
does the 'Gloat' dance. It's not a competition to 
choose between us. 

www.wild-beasts.co.uk 



10 1 plan b 



I 




COLLECTIVE 



PRESENTS 



JULIAN COPE 

You Gotta ProMtm 

With Me 

The Ultimate Koathon 
Protest Album? Yes pleasel 
Ydu Gotta Problem With 
Ma' captures the religious 
ohaos and echo-uncertainty 
of 2007 wttti 1* hard-hitting 
songs about corporate 
greed and the stupidity of - 
|W ttMGttfe. 

Head Heritage CD 

IftMnu. !??* 



■HHHHHIH i 

LITTLE AIDA 
Mad Country 

^Uttl* AW a frame tftelr unique 
Wslou ot the world Willi enkg* 
i Italic Imagery mat If *es th* 
Imagination. Th* weird, won-}! 
tuland proloundiy cplrl- 
I lyrics m»ndir 
amewhere between a ohJld-1 
» wonder at tlM world and 
i dark solace cf 



matlc 
knagl 

JBrfUl 

llkev, 
Vmtd; 





IAHT1N STEPHENSOl 
High 7 Moon 5 

hably the Dalntaes 
ontman's best album 
Inoe 'Beyond the Leap 
leyond the Law 1 , As wtrli all, 
ts boat work It rta&u 
m ilm quality. 

Stove pony C0 




HEIintlHOS 
One Way Kiss 

Just back from wowing 
NIXNE, "Recalling The 
Stooges, PlHles, PJ Harvey, 
The Oaors and classic blues 

nailers. The Neutrinos are 

i force qf nature. " 
'-Toronto wide 

W,tHurseCP 



This Is Not Th* | 
Target Market 

ig overdue- follow up to 
'5"5cihrn3okPthls 
me An the band's own 
■Mi Short Stack. For 
previews and videos, cheok 
rpyspaoo.com/stjoriog ram 

Short Stack CD 



i 




film 

1MAH I 



CONTINENTAL I 
NtflHT/TELlfRI 
Tinhorn Homo 

Library 
vol.1 

^rty Ilk* floxy. klno-tastto 
like Morricane: welcome lo 
me latest atmospheric 
J tributary tram the Ellis 
tland Sound/state Hhrer 
Jdentng corpus, 
Ti nhorn CD 



By 

STEPHEN HEH0 
Self rifled 

■Patrick Finger aid (ox 

Kitchens ot Distinction) 
Intakes a truly welcome 
Irorurn as one of mo UK's 
■original maverEak heroes. 



Ragoora CD 




Accrrh Yeovil, AcNon-Preeton F Andy's- Aberyatwyih, AAA Discs-Chesirv P AvAlencfre-OlftBgow, 

Ban quel -Kings (on, Boaidown-NeyYcoslle, BoflrhkaLeam. Cheap Th nils -Newport, Ci rcaRecs- 
Cunibriii, Counter Cukturo-High Wycombe. Crush- Leedi, Dorncks-Swiiivsoii. Di&quo Islington 
-London, Dwerso-Newpori, FaniilyMuFHCJuk.com, Jocks -Sheffield. JGWIndows.- Newcastle, 
J I- m bo-Leeds, Kansas -Sboud, NOrmariflecdrds.Conn, OiieUp- Aberdeen. Out Ot Step-Leeds, 
Picoudi11y-Man&h&sti9r h Polur Bear-Biirininuhom. P robe- Liverpool, Quirks -Lanes, Record 
Corner-SiifreVp Record Wing*- Scunthorpe, Reflex -Newcastle* Restdent-Brigotcm, HewnE- 
Derby, Road Rocs- Dublin, Rocka boom- Leicester, ROcka way -Newport, Rough Trerie-COvenl 
Garden. Rough Trnde-Tnlbot Road. Roundor-Brighion. RPM-Nowca&Uo, S3loclDdtae-Nolts> 
ir Rey-Lnndon, Soto-Barnstaple, Sound It Out- Stockton On Toes, Soundclash-Norwich. 
indhd-use- Broad stairs, Spillers-CardiH, Spin-Newcastle. Square-WuTtbDiinne, Tempesl- 
'n^ivim. Turntublo-Lundon, \fibosi-Bury, World vldeo^MusrC'Tblrtos, X Records -Boll on. 




in the mix: lesbians on ecstasy 

Photography: Marieve Robitaille 

"Since we are a concept band, we thrive on themes 
and love to run with them. When you asked us to give 
you a list of songs to play at an outdoor party or on 
summer holiday, we took it quite literally. Here are 
some fave summertime jams in no particular order." 

Cliff Richard: Summer Holiday 

"We'd add some filthy bass and pumpin' kick drums 
underneath to make it ridiculous." 

Basement Jaxx feat Roxanne Shante: 

Make Me Sweat 

"Tremendous. Finally someone brings Shante back." 

Switch 1ST Sinden: Brink N Jaxx (Scattermash) 

" Frankie, our singer, is obsessed with this tune right 
now. Twisted bass party action." 

Alice Cooper: Schools Out 

" Everyone's grade school anthem ..." 

Lesbians On Ecstasy: Summer Luv (Tracy And 
The Plastics Remix) 

"Our version of theTeamDresch classic 'Screwing Yer 
Courage', and remixed by Tracy And The Plastics. It's 
got a slow dancehall flavour and speaks of running 
away to the country once and for all." 

Lumidee: Never Leave You 

" 'Uh Ooh, Uh Ooo/?/ 'Frankie has an awesome white 
label booty remix of this tune. Good times." 

Sean Paul: Get Busy 

"Summer of 2003, this song spilled out of every car, 
bike and Walkman for miles around." 

Nick Gilder: Hot Child In The City 

" I think he just received a lifetime achievement 
award for this classic song. His one and only big 
hit. Nothing like teen runaways and urban decay 
as uplifting summer themes." 

Sylvester: Do Ya Wanna Funk? 

" If anyone knew how to have a good time while 
making social change, it was Sylvester. And they didn't 
call the back up galsTwoTons Of Fun for nothing." 

Missy Elliott: 4 My People 

"Don't forget to drink a lot of water." 

The Knife: Heartbeats 

" For the hazy day after party blues." 

Yo Majesty: Club Action (Chris Brigadier 
Sailing Remix) 

"That remix featuring the Enya sample. . .Didn't think 
this could actually work but it's ended up one of my 
main summertime jams!" 

www.lezziesonx.com 




why i hate: dylanology 

Words: Emily Bick 
Illustration: Kai Wong 



I hate it when lyrics are studied as poetry. Because 
they're not. If lyrics are created to go with some kind 
of melody or click track or anything else, why study 
them in isolation? 

This isn't a value judgment. Why is declaring 
something 'poetry' the same as saying that it's any 
good? Why is there always some academic lurking 
in the review section of The Guardian or the studios 



The notion of lyrics as 
poetry makes me want 
to bite people 



of Radio Four's Today programme, ready to hail Bob 
Dylan or Tupac or Lily Allen or Pete Doherty as the 
second coming of Shakespeare? 

Lyrics are one way into a song, but they're part 
of a sticky whole. If you check the Plan B message 
boards, there are always a few threads going on 
about the best break-up songs or songs about 
friendship or manliness, and when people describe 
their choices, quite often they'll post lyrics to make 
their points. Often these lyrics are witty and subtle, 
but what about the rest of the songs? What about 
scrapey synths or heart-attack eight-bit percussion 
that triggers fight or flight dance moves - the parts 
that hit you deep somewhere but resist being 
steamrollered into print? 

I love lyrics that really play against melodies, too. 
The effect is like grinning while telling someone 



how you're going to disembowel them with a fork. 
I love lyrics that degenerate into inarticulate grunts 
and howls, and somehow end up saying more. 
And it's impossible to squish all of that into text 
on screens, though it's fun to try. 

All of this is why the notion of lyrics as poetry, 
especially Dylan-as-poet, makes me want to bite 
people. It's bad enough that 'Like A Rolling Stone' 
has wangled its way into the Norton Anthology Of 
Poetry, but I once had a seminar on 'Dylanology' 
by a self-declared 'Bobcat' professor of poetry 
who went on about the subtle variations in lyrics 
at concerts he'd seen. But so what? What did it 
sound like? How did it feel? 

He wasn't the only one. I would love it if just 
once one of those professors and lecturers had 
just said, " I liked Dylan because he was a weedy 
guy with a big nose like me, and he got to sleep with 
lots of hot women" or, "This was the first music 
I listened to that made me feel clever and like 
I had something that was mine when I listened 
to it on repeat in my teenage bedroom." Just 
acknowledging the tangle of fashion and sex 
and archaic countercultural myths of authenticity 
surrounding the guy like his finger-to socket cloud 
of hair would have been more honest than painful 
lyrical deconstruction. 

I hate it when anyone uses criticism to unwind 
their guts from stuff that moves them. Detached 
analysis of words lets a critic build a Teflon carapace 
against any visceral connection that might reveal 
a personal weakness. But songs should make us 
weak. They should overpower us and shut our logic 
systems down. 

I did have one great professor who took the 
opposite approach, and taught poetry as lyrics. 
He taught Blake, and was convinced that all of Blake 
wasmeanttobesung. Not just Songs Of Innocence 
And Experience, but all of it. And he wouldn't let 
class start until everyone sang. Of course we were 
all shit scared -where was the score? Wouldn't 
everyone laugh? Until one by one, we let go of fear 
and the sound unreeled from our mouths, out of 
nowhere. It was the best class I ever had. 
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disco damaged 



es you've had, and how 
, ints for style, naturally). 

"One day in some town in Ohio my foot swelled up to 
three times its size because of a spider bite and I had to 
play sitting down, with my foot on a footrest.The same 
night Gunni was injured opening a beer and the cap 
shot right into his forehead, so that night he played 
with a red swollen dot on his face." 
(OrvarThoreyjarson Smarason, Mum) 

"No stitches, broken bones or anything of the sort. 
As far as carnage goes, we're generally a pretty tame 
band, preferring a few drinks, two or three joints 
and a decent bed. But there are nights when you just 
consume too much whiskey or Jaeger and just act like 
a total asshole. . .like two nights ago when we threw 
our entire dinner out of the third floor window and 
watched it land onto the road below for cars to flatten. 
That was regrettable, but what can you do? " 
(Laurent Schroeder-Lebec, Pelican) 

"The only injuries I've had were intestinal. Touring is 
quite hard on the body and conversely, it makes going 
to the bathroom not so hard. 
(Pee Thugg, Chromeo) 

The worst carnage you've caused whether you 
meant it or not? 

"The worst thing is when we play festivals with 
other Icelandic bands. For some reason it's a very bad 
idea to put two or more Icelandic bands in the same 
dressing room. I won't mention the band, but they 
once sawed a big piece out of the backstage table 
in a London cultural institute with a musical saw." 
(OrvarThoreyjarson Smarason, Mum) 

"When we did this private MySpace show in LA 
a month or so ago, the console blew near the end of 
our set. The only thing working was my guitar amp. We 
tried doing a couple of improvs between my guitar and 
our percussions, but to no avail. We then realised we 
rea//ysuckasajam band." 
(Dave 1, Chromeo) 



in your dreams 



ve you been having? 

I generally don't remember my dreams. But if I do, 
they're often about touring or sex." 
(Laurent Schroeder-Lebec, Pelican) 

Have dreams ever fed into yr work? 

"The cover for our first album came to me in a dream. 
I woke up and said: 'Ah, a glass of milk, a trace of 
lipstick and a pair of white gloves,' I swear. That's 
why nobody got what that cover was about. " 
(Dave 1, Chromeo) 

"They are the basis of most things we do." 
(OrvarThoreyjarson Smarason Mum) 




gui boratto 

Words: Ana Garcia 

Illustration: Overture 



From the small conversation we have, I can tell Gui 
Boratto is trying to describe as well and fast as he 
can where the inspiration came from to make his 
debut Chromophobia, recently released on Michael 
Mayer's Kompakt label. But he needs to get ready 
for his Brazilian release tonight that will be at this 
club D-Edge, in Sao Paulo, his home town. And he 
still needs to put his two year-old daughter to sleep. 



'Architecture and 
music treat space the 
same way' 



"This album was made in a moment of 
tranquility," he says. "The whole album was done 
during the day, right after coffee, with my beautiful 
little daughter Valentina playing in the living room. 
She was my inspiration. That is why the record came 
out so slow and melodic, because Valentina was 
next to me, and because my wife inspired me to go 
in directions that had been absent for a longtime." 

Isn't that your wife, Luciana Villanova, singing in 
'Beautiful Life'? 

"Yes! She does all the vocals in my music." 

I was expecting similarities to what I had heard 
before, the remixes Boratto has done for Brazilian 
artists such as Chico Buarque and Gal Costa, or even 
his recent contribution to Phonique's Good Idea, 
but this record is all gleaming colours! What were 
the ideas behind the songs? 



"This is a hard question. I don't know if there 
is anything behind, it's all in your face. The music 
speaks for itself. Each song has your own peculiar 
detail, for example, 'Mala Strana' is a neighborhood 
in Prague, in the Czech Republic. Right after 
I crossed the Charles Bridge, I had this melody in 
my head. The same as The Verdict', from Kafka, 
as an epilogue. I decided to baptise the last song 
of my record like that. I think it shows a little of my 
moment, of what I am living." 

And what were you feeling? 

"Some days I was happy, some not so much. 
This reflects on the creation." 

So when is the best time of day to listen 
to Chromophobia? 

"When you are driving, going on atrip." 

Guilherme Boratto was born in Sao Paulo, in 
1 974. He started playing music when he was about 
nine years old, taking piano and guitar lessons for 
almost 1 years. He grew up listening to rock, a lot 
of Black Sabbath, Kiss, Whitesnake - like every 
typical teenager from the big city in Brazil. "It was 
only later I heard Echo And The Bunnymen, New 
Order, Depeche Mode. . . " 

He graduated in architecture, but decided to 
continue his career as a musician. "Architecture and 
music treat space the same way, but with a different 
expression. Many architects that I know are involved 
with music in some way." 

Do you feel connected to any music scene? 

" No, I think my sound has a little bit of 
everything. A little bit of rock, a little bit of house, a 
little bit of techno. I don't like to be classified. Some 
people say my sound is more minimalist, others say 
it is neo-trance. What is important for me is the 
composition, the melodies and harmonies." 

Do you also relate to other forms of art? 

"Still today I paint and draw. Sometimes I go to 
some auctions with my father - he collects art. This 
is something that interests me a lot. Actually, we 
have a very similar taste. We like Brazilian art a lot, 
Bandeira, Bonadei, Da Silva, Benedito Calixto, etc. 
One day I'll have my own private collection as well." 

www.guiboratto.com.br 
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Saddle Creek says 
Go Fuck Yourself 
this Autumn. 
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Two G 

CD/LP 





Recorded at San Francisco's legendary Hyde Street studio 
and produced by Alex Newport, Two Gallants builds on the 
foundation laid by 2004's The Throes and 2006's What the 
Toll Tells. Adam's raw melodies and razor sharp vocals 
deliver haunting, dirgy poetics amidst Tyson's synergistic 
drumming style and striking harmonies, further defining 
Two Gallants' sound. On tour in November... 



Georgie James 
Places 

CD/LP 




GtDHGlE JAMES 







Who is Georgie James? Add the Y of multi-instrumentalist 
John Davis (drummer of D.C.'s defunct Q And Not U), the X 
of singer-songwriter Laura Burhenn, mix in the duo's 
passion for 60s & 70s pop music including The Kinks, 
Richard & Linda Thompson, The Jam, Simon & Garfunkel, 
and some Shake Some Action-era Flamin' Groovies, and 
you've got it. While Georgie James may at first seem like a 
strange amalgam, everything fits together perfectly on 
their Saddle Creek debut, Places. On tour in September... 



Good Life 
Wanted 





The characters that inhabit Good Life songs live on the 
precipices of courageous, crazy, worrisome and 
determined, throwing down the hand they're playing in 
each relationship they're trying to save or hoping to begin. 
Achingly beautiful and sharply astute, Help Wanted Nights 
details human nature in the most honest way possible, 
taking risks without regret. On tour in November... 

Saddle Creek Europe 

www.saddle-creek.com europe@saddle-creek.com 
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BLACK 
KEYS 

MAGIC POTION 
THE ALBUM 



Nolu includes bonus dvd 
disc featuring 6 exclusive 
live performances 
Plus the videos for 
'Your Touch' and 
Just Got To Be' 

Available 20th August 
from all good record stores 
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THE DEBUT ALBUM OUT AUGUST 6TH 



INCLUDING THE SINGLE RADIO RIOT 

FEATURING CAMEOS FROM KAREN 0, NICK ZINNER, 
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Words: Everett True, 
Kick, Louis Pattison, 
Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Lady Lucy 



Another month, another four-way struggle for the last 
laugh. And yes, the Plan B editorial massive really do talk 
like that 




Jarvis Cocker 

Fat Children (Rough Trade) 

Second single from former Pulp man's 
eponymous debut solo album sees him 
firing a caustic, almost misanthropic 
broadside at childhood obesity over raw, 
grungy guitars: "Parents are the problem, 
giving birth to maggots without the sense 
to become flies." 

Kick: It sounds a bit New York guided tour, 
courtesy of The Strokes. 
Everett:The production is rather muddy. 
I know that was a wash of feedback, but. . . 
Kick:The UK pop culture references seem lost 
in the transatlantic swirl of the music. 
Louis: Has Jarvis been assaulted by yobbos? 
Everett: "The police force was elsewhere 
putting bullets in some guy's head for no 
particular reason ". . .ooh, topical. 
Louis: It's a bit Daily Mail moral panic. 
EverettThis reminds me of Grinderman.That 
Jarvis is older now and wants to prove he can 
still rock. 

Kick: Do you think he did get beaten up? 
Everett: Plenty of times. 
Louis: Nineties: voice of the working class. 
Noughties: scourge of the underclass. 

Eff i Briest 

Mirror Rim (Loog) 

Seven females playing visionary macabre 
DIYfrom Brooklyn, entirely written in 
palindromes about the literary 
experiments oftheOulipo -swirling 
like The Raincoats, early avant DIY punky 
like The DoorAnd The Window. 
Louis: Wow, this totally reminds me of 
something, but something good - Defunkt, 
or Malaria! 

Everett: Malaria ! were far more Gothic. 
Kick: I like the percussive tangle of it, but 
it also has sudden Patti Smith lapses from 
open and exploratory to hairy and old- 
fashioned rockin'. 



Everett: It swirls and whooshes and acts 

tricksy in a spatial way. 

Louis: It's got that brambly, ethno sound 

that Gang Gang Dance has, but with quite 

a robust, funky groove holding it together. 

I like it very much. 

Everett: I like it very much also. 

Kick: Guitars veer toward bombast, but 

there are enough sparks of otherness to 

keep it interesting. Did anyone catch any of 

the palindromes? 

Liz Green 

Bad Medicine (Humble Soul) 

From Manchester: gentle, pleasing folk 
singer playing at End Of The Road next 
month - been described as a cross 
between Jolie Holland and Karen Dalton, 
but don't let the hype put you off. 
Louis: It feels a little Josephine Foster, or 
something. . .very boombox recorded, 
difficult to date. 

Everett (reading press release): "She took 
seven years to learn four chords." 
Kick: I'm hearing a lot more vocal affectation 
in folk recently, as if people are studying the 
mannerisms of the stranger folk singers and 
building their entire shtick around it. 
Everett: Warm and fuzzy and cuddly like a 
frayed toy dog. 

Kick: Or maybe that's just the way she sings. 
Folk divas! "I sing more like a Cornish 
fisherman than you ! " "You sound like a big 
city slicker!" 

The Concretes 

Oh Boy (Licking Fingers) 

First post-Victoria Bergsman single, lifted 
from Swedish pop giants' Hey Trouble. 
Jaunts and bubbles and burbles sweetly, 
but somehow doesn't quite convince. Ed 
Harcourt features on B-side 
Kick: Do you preferThe Concretes when 
they're hard or soft? 



Everett: Urn. I know I shouldn't compare, but 
this sounds overblown next to [Victoria's 
new band] Taken By Trees, too Seventies AM 
radio. And why is their new singer, (drummer) 
Lisa Melberg singing exactly like Victoria? 
I still love The Concretes, but this is not the 
strongest song from the album. 
Kick: I don't really understand The Concretes. 
The Scandinavian countries in general 
occupy this really privileged, liberal niche in 
my head where I can't really imagine them 
having much angst... 
Frances: It has the same tune as a Camera 
Obscura song but I can't remember which. 
EverettThis isn't prime Concretes. Prime 
Concretes are akin to prime Camera 
Obscura: lush, slightly naive, gorgeously 
enflamed. 
Louis: Inflamed? 
Everett: Have it your way. 

Tiger Force 

Hey Yo Square Eyes (Marquis Cha Cha) 

Vibrant, stuttering blast of haphazard 

enthusiasm from London duo with bleeps 

-second single lifted from mini-album 

A Wasp In A Jar. 

Kick: I like these guys, but it does feel like 

they're still growing up in public.They do 

the whole lo-fi stutter, cross-genre thing 

pretty well - but they change their mind 

so often things don't get much chance 

to develop. 

Louis:What's providing percussion? It 

sounds like a Commodore 64. 

Everett: Stuttering has always been sexy, 

ever since Ian Svenonius and Johnny Ray. 

This is very post-Bis, right? 

Kick:They're very much of the one-song, 

many components school. 

Louis: It lurches in a very odd way, the sorts of 

big gaps where, when they play it live, there's 

that really awkward moment when people 

start to clap and then look embarrassed. 



Everett: Yeah, it's all about being awkward at 
the school disco... 

Kick: Isn't it about hating technology, and 
people who watch television? 

The Electric Soft Parade 

Misunderstanding (Truck) 

Back to Brighton - 'Misunderstanding' is a 
buoyant slab of dreamy space-pop from 
perennial underachieving seaside sorts. 

Louis: So are this lot still going? 
Everett: People are calling this 'nu pop'. 
Urgh. What a horrible phrase. 
Kick:This sounds like walking down a 
street... 

Everett: A sunny street... 
Kick: Just an average street, though . . . 
Everett: . . .with festive banners over the 
roofs... 

Kick: . . .and well-tended front gardens. 
Louis: Super Furries do this stuff much better. 
Kick: Considering how ostentatiously craft- 
heavy pop homage to Mojo rock classics is 
so huge now, they're probably aggrieved 
they're not bigger. 
Frances: BOO RADLEYS! 

Tinchy Stryder 

Something About Your Smile 
(Takeover) 

This DaVinChe-produced old school 
garage-referencing number pairs Tinchy 
with 'female sensation' Goldielocks, and is 
the second release on Takeover - a label 
run by two 1 8-year-olds. 
Louis:Tinchy's doing a Jay-Z type pose on 
the cover in front of the Millennium wheel, 
but it looks more like he's in Blackpool. 
Kick: Slow, ice-creamy female vox, him 
chattering. . . nice staggered (but not 
staggering) beats. 

Louis:The diva who's singing on this says, 
"I've gotta check my lungs under my shirt" 
because she's so taken byTinchy's smile. 
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Who could fail to love emotronica? 



The gulf between 'Tings In Boots' and this is 

quite significant, innit? 

Kick: Yeah, he's not looking at your lungs, 

unless you have a medical condition. 

Everett: My brain's glazed over. 

Kick: It's pretty generic.There's a whole genre 

of grime love songs. What name can we 

bestow upon the genre? 

Louis: I think they were calling it r'n'g for 

a while - all that diva stuff coming out 

on Aftershock. 

Aesop Rock 

None Shall Pass (DefJux) 

Poetic Def Jux veteran returns with the title 

track of his new album, apparently about 

growing up and taking responsibility - 

having recently contributed his own 

instrumental opus to Nike's jogging series. 

Kick: He's hella patch-ridden, but this is one 

of his stronger singles. Is "None shall pass" 

a quote from history? 

Frances: Isn't it from Lord Of The Rings! 

Louis: Could be... Gandalf to the Balrog? 

*Collects geek points.* 

Everett: Actually, that's "Thou shall not 

PASS!" 

Frances: I really like this. It's floaty and 

bouncy with a sinister undertow. 

Louis: He has a very chattery, rabbity flow. 

Frances: ... and these pitch-shifted vocals 

that aren't annoying. 

Kick: It's difficult to clock the lyrics on one 

listen, 'cause he's so mouthfuls-of-words. . . 

Everett: It's kinda like that Genius GZA album 

about all those swords. 

Louis:Thanks for that, hip hop scholar 

Everett True. 

Beirut 

Elephant Gun (4AD) 

Three new songs from the NY Balkan 
prodigy and a video which has our hero 
swooning to the soundtrack with and 



without a moustache, as a crowd of 
antiquarian hotties formation dance 
behind him. 

Frances: Pretty much every girl I know is in 

love with this annoying young man and his 

emo klezmer. He has a way with the ladies. 

Louis: Does he play all this himself? 

Everett: Brass! Nice! 

Kick: Says he met Serbians in Paris and 

was 'influenced'. 

Louis: Not in a one-man band A Hawk And 

A Hacksaw way, but in an eight-track way. 

Kick: He's sickeningly talented, obviously. 

Everett: Warbling! nice! 

Kick:The thing with him, perhaps the only 

thing, is that you wonder how genuinely 

rooted he is... 

Everett: Understated but still beautifully 

melodic! Nice! 

Frances: I don't like it because it is histrionic, 

floppy and rhythmically weak. I don't care 

where he comes from and all that stuff. I just 

prefer my klezmer more muscular. And I don't 

like his big puppy-eyed way of singing. 

Louis: I sense he has a powerful interest 

and fascination for instruments, and a real 

aptitude for playing them. 

Everett:This reminds me of Basle's toy 

museum. I don't know if that's a good thing 

or not. 

Frances:That's a good thing. Toy museums 

are good. 

Turbo Fruits 

Volcano (Ark) 

Two of the Be Your Own Pet boys create 
an instant goofy garage rock classic, 
reminiscent of the simplicity of oddball 
beat-group, The Monks. From Nashville. 

Frances: Yow! 

Louis: "Vol-ca-no!" 

Everett: Oooh. Manly. 

Louis: He sort of whimpers it, like he's about 

to sob, though. 



Everett: That volcano line is killer. 

Louis: I THINKTHEY MIGHT BE STONED. 

Frances: It reminds me of 'Go Go Gorilla'by 

The Ideals. 

Kick: It's wearing man's clothes, for 

sure, but it's got that particular slightly 

uncoordinated but extremely mannered 

adolescent swagger. 

Louis: I like this more than Pagoda and Black 

Helicopter-all that bollocks. 

Everett: No horrid bad metal solos to ruin the 

vibe. . .it just speeds up instead. 

Louis: It started all sludgy and stoner and it 

finished up amusingly quick. 



Shape Of Broad Minds 

Blue Experience EP (Lex) 

"Jimi Hendrix-esque musical adventurer 
Jneiro Jarel presents his hip hop A-Team," 
it says here. Features MF Doom. 

Louis:This is underground rap that sounds 

familiar with the good tricks of the 

mainstream - and that's a good thing. 

Kick: Makes me think of Sa-Ra's re-upped 

Seventies sound. 

Frances: I'VE LOST MY GLASSES. 

Kick: It's all about texture.The backing 

track doesn't actually change very much 

overthe length of the single — it's just 

a looped shimmer. 

Frances: GLASSES. 

Everett: I'm OD-ing on salt. 

Kick: Beats are mixed way back, but that's 

OK - it's Doom's flow that sets the tempo. 

Louis: It sounds like harpsichords 

and Moogs, but all echoed and 

messed with. 

Louis: Wow, that bit was like 

someone just sped up the record 

right at the end, or the wax was 

melting. Four MCs on this, including 

MFDoom. 

Kick:They're apparently fans of new 

wave and free jazz, equally. 



Dntel 

The Distance (Moshi Moshi) 

The unsinging (but not unsung) half 
of The Postal Service teams up with 
upcoming singer-songwriter duo Arthur 
And Yu, to create a new-fangled, old- 
fashioned hybrid. 

Louis: Emotronica ! Who could fail to love 
emotronica? 

Kick: "As much about human distance as 
connection," says the press release. 
Everett: Is emotronica like Roger Daltrey goes 
Conor Oberst? 

Louis:That stuff never really caught on over 
here, did it? 

Everett: But Casiotone ForThe Painfully 
Alone do it well. 

Kick:The question is why was it so big over 
there? Casiotone are less soap-lathery. 
Louis: Dance music is popular with a very 
different crowd in the US. 
Frances: Miss AMP calls this twenty- 
something post-fuck music. And she likes it. 
Kick: 'Post-fuck' music? Would you have yr 
pre-fuck, fuck and post-fuck playlists? 
Frances:AMPSAIDIT 

Louis: Before -Cannibal Corpse; after- Belle 
And Sebastian. 

Kick: You'd get woken up by twinkly synths if 
you were round AMP's place. 
Frances: Twinkly synths and outrageous 
demands. 

Kick: . . .and her uploading the video to 
YouTube. 



singles of the month: 

Everett: Effi Briest- Mirror Rim (Loog) 

Frances: Aesop Rock- None Shall Pass 

(DefJux) 

Louis: Turbo Fruits -Volcano (Ark) 

Kick: Shape Of Broad Minds - Blue 

Experience EP(Lex) 
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What music did yr parents buy for you as a 
kid? What was the first record you chose for 
yrself? What did you get into as a teenager 
and/or awkward rebellious phase? Did you 
ever go so far as to identify as a member of 
a subgenre or part of a scene? 

" I was a metal kid as soon as I could be anything, and 
I stuck with that very passionately through thrash and 
early death metal (Florida scene, early Earache) and 
then moved to punk and hardcore, especially things 
like Bad Brains, Sick of It All, Misfits -just a ton of 
shit. And I had a brief only-into-hardcore moment, 
but I generally gravitated back to metal. Throughout 
my twenties (I'm 29) I also dove head first into prog, 
Seventies hard rock, folk, fucking old country . . .a ton 
of shit man. I still listen to Faster Pussycat and LA Guns, 
too. I just don't care for scene identification at all." 
(Laurent Schroeder-Lebec, Pelican) 

" My parents didn't buy me any music. I didn't have 
a very musical family. Just generic Arabic and Italian 
music playing at home sometimes. The first record 
I went out and bought myself was Michael Jackson's 
Bad. As a teenager I was mostly into hip hop, around 
1 988 to 1 992. 1 was part of that scene and we used to 
be the 'fresh kids'. We used to have dance competitions 
every month at school parties. Back then it wasn't 
really cool to be eclectic and listen to different styles 
of music. I used to hide the fact that I secretly liked 
Metallica and listened to them at home alone." 
(Pee Thugg, Chromeo) 

"After I was born, the minute my parents brought me 
back from the hospital, my father apparently played 
me Bob Dylan records for two days straight. That was 
the music I was listening to as a kid: Dylan, Stones, 
Beatles, Fleetwood Mac, Van Morrison, Taj Mahal, 
The Band - all my parents' stuff. 

" Phase two was when I discovered pop music 
through videos when I was like seven or eight. I used 
to watch them all day and wanted to be Billy Ocean 
or Robert Palmer or Huey Lewis. I remember, the 
first cassettes I sent my mum to buy were Guns N' 
Roses' Appetite For Destruction and Robert Palmer's 
Heavy Nova. 

"Then, phase three was at around 1 1 or 1 2, 1 got 
into Seventies classic rock, Hendrix, Zeppelin and all 
of that. I was starting to play guitar then, so that was 
really my thing. I grew my hair out and watched the 
Woodstock movie over and over. Then, around '93, 
I discovered hip hop and funk. Pee and I formed our 
high school band together, and instead of Woodstock, 
we watched l/l//Vc/5fj//eall the time. 1 994 was the 
greatest year for hip hop ever, so I'm happy I was able 
to buy Nas, Mobb Deep and Wu-Tang cassettes when 
they came out. 

" I only discovered stuff like The Cure orThe Smiths 
four years ago. They' re pretty good." 
(Dave 1 f Chromeo) 




sa-ra 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 



Sa-Ra is the truth. How could they be anything 
else? They don't make music; they reflect it. Like 
The Neptunes reared on free thought, Thelonious 
Monk, Cecil Taylor, Sun Ra, they channel the 
universe and fly. As Om'Mas Keith, their East Coast 
third (remaining members Taz Arnold and Shafiq 
Husayn are from LA) explains, it's not about hip hop. 
It's about Afro Magnetic Electronic Spiritualism. . . 



'An elephant is 
rumbling at 30 hertz 
in Africa' 



"The music is just our bodies acting as these 
vast collection pots, we're able to pass them on 
through. Every single frequency on planet earth, 
it's bombarding you. An elephant is rumbling at 30 
hertz in Africa, the wave is so powerful that it could 
hit you. I'm getting kind of philosophical and freaky, 
but it's really obvious. It's the culmination of all 
sounds into one wavelength that is bombarding 
our bodies all day. Even microwaves." 

That's not positive energy, that's some real 
nasty stuff. 

"There's a lot of negative energy too. That's why 
you make dark songs. That's why you make songs 
about bitches lost in Hollywood, sniffing their brains 
out, fucked up. That's why you make songs like 
'Glorious' because shit is so glorious, that's when 
you get the good energy. " 



I suppose some spiritual people would try to 
manoeuvre away from that, but it's something you 
- perhaps not embrace - but acknowledge. 

"We have the equipment, we have the voices, 
we have the time, the talent. Sometimes you just 
want to tell a freaky tale. People that are critical of 
us, because we have a little darkness to us or we 
curse or whatever, fuck 'em. But guess what? We 
make songs for them too. " 

After some skittish seagulls, their debut full- 
length The Hollywood Recordings starts on 'Hey 
Love' with a boner, a desperate attempt to play 
seductive ruined by out of time uninvited choral 
interjections. If they follow with a love song to the 
heavens you only notice by listening close, the divide 
is academic. All is one: full of life, all is full of love. 
Some would say they're the future, but it's hard to 
concur when they patently embody a shattered 
now, smashed prayers and the rainbow rags of 
three hep dandies. 

Which is what makes Sa-Ra such a phenomenal 
prospect. They're where their mate Kanye would be 
if he wasn't so hung up on being a megastar, where 
the assorted indie-hop Anticonesque hordes would 
be if they weren't so crippled by European notions 
of intellect. Signed to Mr West's GOOD Music 
imprint before it was scorched by flaming industry 
bullshit, they're currently independent. They 
negotiate their own path through the maelstrom 
of folk too hung up on defining a 30-year-old genre 
to recognise brilliance when it spits in their mug. 

Do you consider The Hollywood Recordings to 
bea hip hop album? 

"The press kind of dubbed it a hip hop album 
but XXI magazine wouldn't review it. It's just a 
fucking record of songs that three masterminds 
have made available, a synopsis of the Sa-Ra sound 
from its inception to the current time. Still to this 
day, because we're so independent as thinkers 
and as businessmen, we're not readily accepted 
by the masses and the big conglomerates who 
wish to rape you, pillage your industry and take 
your money." 

www.sa-ra.net 
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HUNTER AND SHANE MiJ 1 
DEBUT LP STAKES' 

PUBESCENTS. WHERE TRACKS UKE "ZOMBIES" AND ^ROBOI CAR 1 ' ARE DISSONANT 
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THE GO - HOWL ON THE HAUNTED BEAT YOU RIDI 



IS AS H ERF EOT A RECORD YOU WILL HEAR ALL YEAR. THGiB BEATLES INFLUENCE IS 
EVER-PRESENT AND INSPIRING WHILE A DttMCATJOP* TO OTHER S0*S POP STAPLES 
LIKE NlLSSQM AND THE HOLLIES DOES MOT OU£RSMa&QW THE JAW- DROPPING 
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THE CONCRETES 




ON TOUR 

AUG 10 * LEICESTER SUMMER SUNDAE FESTIVAL 

AUG 11 - LONDON, FIELD DAY FESTIVAL 

SEP 1 5 ■ DORSET, END OF THE ROAD FESTIVAL 

OUT NOW 

HEY TROUBLE 

12 NEkV TRACKS ON THE BRILUANT NEW ALBUM FROM THIS 
SCANDINAVIAN SEVEN PIECE, FEATURING THE SINGLES "KIDS -1 , 



AND "OH aGVWtaYlNG SEVERAL FESTIVALS IN 
THE SUMMER, 

OH BOY 

OUT NOWI 4 KKS ON THE CDS, TWO ON TIM 
AMONGST TMWJ USTlN ROBERTSON REAMS 
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OH BOY 
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KIDS, AND ED HARCOURT CHIMES INTO A NEW VERSION OF KIDS 
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E LIMITED 7", 
!S PREV SIN OLE 





Jfctt, v:*TX 



PLASTIC OPERATOR - 
DIFFERENT PLACES 

PLASTIC OPERATOR'S DEBUT 
ALBUM tS A KILLER COLLECTION 

OF SUBLIME POP, 1 1 TRACKS OF 

TECHNICALLY SAVVY 
ELECTRONIC POP TAKING CUES 
PROM JEAN MICHEL JARRE. THE 

POSTAL SERVICE. PET SHOP 

BOYS, DAFT PUNK. BOARDS OF 

CANADA AND VANGELIS 

FINE DAY RECORDS 
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MISS ALEX WHITE & THE 

RED ORCHESTRA - 

SPACE* TIME 

SECOND ALBUM FROM THIS 

DETROIT GARAGE SOUL 

POWERHOUSE FRONTED BY THE 

INIMITABLE AUEX WHITE ON WHITE 

HOT VOCALS AND SEARING 

GUITAR THIS PACKS SOME 

PUNCH1 

IN TVlE RED RECORDS 
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THE HENTCHMEN 
HENTCH-FORTH.FIVE 

LONG OVERDUE CD REISSUE OF 

THIS 1 9fie VINYL RELEASE FROM 

DETROIT GARAGE PUNKEfiS THE 

HENTCHMEN. JOINED ON THESE 

RECORDINGS BY JACK WHITE IT 

ADDS 4 SINGLE TRACKS AND AN 

UNRELEASED TRACK TOO THE 

BEST COLLECTION OF HENTCHr 

MEN TUNES AROUND 

ITALY RECORDS 

CD 



NADJA-GUILTEDBY 
THE SUM 

N^W LABEL ELEVATION DISH 

THEIR OEBUT, A HEAVY ENDED 
SHOEGAZE WITH SHEER METALLIC 
TENDENCIES FROMAIDAN BAKER 
ANC LEAH BUCKAREFF AS NADJA. 

LIMITED TO 2Wt> ONLY. THIS IS 
AMAZING. 

ELEVATION REfcORDS 
MCD/ 



RESIDUAL ECHOES- 
FIRSTS EP 

SECOND MINI FROM ELEVATION, 

LTD TO 2MG. THIS IS RE DEALING 

IN SOME FIERCE MID &DS SST 

STYLE UNDERGROUND ROCK 

ACTION. HUSKER, DINO JR. ANGST. 

BLACK FLAG, EARLY MEAT 

PUPPETS. KILLER' 

ELEVATION RECORDS 
ICD 
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why i love.. .the party of helicopters 

Words: Doug Mosurock 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 



The Party Of Helicopters started up at 
the time when rock really did not rock, 
and ended just as the bands that would 
supplant them gained a traction they 
never could.They came from Kent, Ohio, 
two hours or so from Pittsburgh, where 
I grew up; their occasional shows in town 
and parts north were manic, theatrical 
foils to the machine-tightened ego trip 
and lost post-hardcore bands our city 
was churning out. Their scene was 
smaller ("About 1 2 people in 1 5 bands," 
they used to say) but they had an identity 



acceptable onstage behavior (but which 
is now the focal point for a band like 
Fall Out Boy). Joe's lyrics sounded like 
haikus with the emphasis on the wrong 
syllables, his obtuse phrases adding to 
the confusion. Ryan the bass-player and 
drummer Jon (later Cory) rattled behind 
them with busy, manic intent. Contained 
in their sound was the most realistic 
portrayal of an abstract concept - 
teenage confusion - I've ever witnessed. 
Songs raced through intricate riffs that 
hustled like Dinosaur Jr covering Hiisker 



Theirs was a straining, bedroom 
mirror arena rock stance that's 
never been duplicated 



beyond our beer guts and bad attitudes. 
They'd show up skeletally skinny, in floor- 
length wool coats and leather pants, like 
they were in the Luftwaffe. 

We had the 1 985, Jumbo, Shale, Hurl, 
Creta Bourzia.They had Harriet The Spy, 
Armstrong's Secret Nine, The Man I Fell 
In Love With, The Six Parts Seven, Gold 
Circle. When you booked their bands, you 
might not get the one you would ask for. 
Somebody had simply forgotten to call 
off from work, so The Phelps Hex would 
replace The Party Of Helicopters. Kent 
is home to one of our great national 
tragedies, and the birthplace of Devo; 
following these events, it's as if the town 
died inside of itself, days bled into the 
next, and you're at work and not the 
show. Gas was $1 a gallon back then. 

Jamie Stillman ran Kent's label Donut 
Friends, and played drums in Harriet The 
Spy and (New) Terror Class, but he was 
the guitarist of The Party Of Helicopters. 
He ran through a full Marshall stack, 
even at basement shows. I watched him 
rip a solo with the guitar behind his own 
neck once. Joe Dennis was the singer 
and he looked like a young Val Kilmer, his 
flamboyant stage presence and falsetto 
vocals crotch-ground our expectations of 



Du's Metal Circus. Flanking out that 
foundation were the two axes this 
band spun around: shoegaze and power 
metal, both genres which had worn out 
their welcome. Theirs was a straining, 
bedroom mirror arena rock stance that's 
never been duplicated, largely due to 
a gutless cropping of modern bands 
afraid to look like the dorks that they are. 

I think I own every record they 
released, and actually went as far to 
release one myself, a three-song 1 2-inch 
EP called 'The First Two Years Of 
Conquering theTundra'. The EP 'Space 
And How Sweet It Was' (2001 ), the first 
album Abracadaver{] 997) and last 
album Please Believe It (2003) are the 
most representative of how they were, 
or at least how I remember them. 

One time I drove to Kent to see them 
play with His Hero Is Gone in somebody's 
living room. The show got shut down 
before they went on, so we all walked 
up the hill to somebody's house, went 
down in the basement, and they shook 
the rafters for about 30 of us in front 
of the hot water heater. I love this band 
because, for a while, they always found 
a way to keep that hope for something 



remote viewer: huddersf ield 

Words: Abi Bliss 

Illustration: lain Paxon 

For those who have never had the pleasure, a postcard from Huddersfield: 
Harold Wilson's statue strides doggedly across the windy station square. Pound 
shops sit next to 99p shops in the shadow of Sixties murals whose optimism in 
praising the wool trade now seems a little short-sighted. I've never ventured 
beyond the fibreglass half-timbered fagade of one of the town's many Merrie 
England Coffee shops, but they do seem to be keeping Starbucks at bay. Having 
moved here, sick of Leeds' ever-increasing prices and coked-up self importance, 
I'm happy to discover flamboyant Victorian architecture, laidback independent 
bars, and chips that really are as cheap as. 

The downside is that previously regular Leeds joys such as the Termite Club or 
gigs at the Packhorse or Brudenell have become occasional treats to be weighed 
up against weekend railway engineering work and taxi fares home. It may 
resemble Oxford or Brighton in size, but Huddersfield suffers from being stuck 
between Leeds and Manchester, near enough to lose out on touring bands, but 
too far away from either to latch onto their scenes. Instead, we gave the world 
Embrace (actually, blame nearby Brighouse for that) and Roy Castle. 

The irony is that the annual Huddersfield Contemporary Music Festival is 
a pretty big deal: 1 days of people like Terry Riley and Evan Parker, with plenty 
of skronking and oscillating to balance out the more academic end. Even the 
university sneaks in the almost-secret GEMdays festival of electroacoustic 
experimentation. But as good as these events are, none of them seem to have 
much interaction with local music. There's little in the way-out stakes, beyond 

Huddersfield suffers from being 
stuck between Leeds and Manchester 

underground legend Neil Campbell, formerly of Vibracathedral Orchestra and 
currently inhabiting a solo universe of radio warble and ecstatic guitar feedback 
known as Astral Social Club, a couple of miles away in Mirfield. 

Meanwhile, local labels press on with a single-mindedness born from 
knowing that 'the industry' has its attention focused 1 5 miles to the north- 
east. Wrath records may have a Leeds PO box but is effectively run out of 
Steve Morricone's Huddersfield terrace, releasing spiky, sardonic and pointedly 
untrendy guitar pop by Sarandon and The Piskie Sits alongside the Cardiacs/ 
Queen/John Barry hate-in of Morricone's own Scaramanga Six. Chocolate 
Fireguard's roster takes in electro-funk (founder Pat Fulgoni's Kava Kava), hip 
hop (Practical Headz) and trash-rock (Mary Jane). They can also be thanked 
for organising Timeless, a free community festival held in an east Huddersfield 
park -the name's a nod to when local yoof unsuccessfully tried to blow up the 
clocktower- where local acts played alongside DJ Vadim and Fingathing. After 
four successful years creating a lovely multicultural, family-friendly atmosphere, 
guess what happened when they asked for funding last year? 

Practical Headz' Wu-loving MC Spida Lee has fared better, having just 
released his solo album The Foundation on Rubicon Beat, while the festival 
void was partly filled this year by charity festival Huddstock, headlined by long- 
running ska-core hedonists Mr Shiraz. And while my gig rations are still meagre, 
Huddersfield's Radar Records and Wall Of Sound offer enough secondhand 
krautrock, prog/psych, folk and library music to inspire a serious bout of self- 
educating. They do metal, too, if you like. 
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Tour diary: Jana Hunter 
Illustration: Vincent Vanol 



Theft. Guns. Strip malls. Magic. 
Earliest beer experiences. 
Super Mario 3 (Battle Mode). 
Jana Hunter. Tour diary. »? 

Awash in booze 




19 June, Medford 

I just got the invitation to do this diary. It's 1 in the 
morning, and we're in a hotel. Yoni's grooming. 
Ray's still asleep. We're in Medford, Oregon, having 
come from Eugene, and on our way to Oakland. The 
last time I was in Eugene, the show was a kind of 
terrifying marathon of drunk yuppies, post-grunge, 
and fried food. Afterwards, though, we witnessed 
a biker salute at the tail-end of a wedding: 50 
motorcycles revving all at once in honour of a 
newly-married couple exiting a large, brick church. 
Yoni's finally out, pointing to a towel wrapped 
around his head, saying to nobody in particular, 
"It's my hair". He lets us know that he rubbed his 
toothbrush on his deodorant. Ray will sleep for 
1 more minutes. Yoni's growling, "Do it to me 
one more time". Ifound a money clip inthe lamp. 



We're either fucked or 
we aren't, and we'll 
figure it out later 



The Eugene show was great. Yoni and Ray didn't 
want to set up. I didn't want any mics. The cassette 
Yoni made sounds good. There's a train every five 
minutes or so, a consistent percussive banging from 
the baristas, and about two or three songs in, a 
sudden and creepy burst of laughter. San Francisco 
was also amazing. Many friends. I love the hemlock. 
Mike from Hiss Golden Messenger got a 1 00 dollar 
tip during a raging guitarsolo. 

Before Eugene, we played Portland and Seattle. 
Both were with Tara Jane O'Neil, among others. 
Michael Hurley was on this bill, too (amazing!) 
and at some point, after the other parties had left 
the room, and while I was eating, he turned to 
me and asked, " Do you know how many people 
drowned in the waters surrounding this area in 
the past year?" A mouth full of sandwich, I shook 



my head. "24." A pause. "I was kind of hoping for 
a better turnout." 

On the drive to Seattle from Portland, Yoni asked 
what I said after I mumbled something about the 
radio. Tara Jane said, "She's talking. Turn it up." 

In Seattle, I sat in the van drinking the beer 
we couldn't take into the venue, listening to 
Tara playing inside. I'll never get tired of her 
performances, no matter how much she insists. 
After the Seattle show, we returned to Portland for 
our day off. Ray, Tara, and I set up on her sun-porch 
and droned for about an hour, then met a larger 
group at a tiki bar for karaoke. Tara sang 'Xanadu'. 

20 June, Oakland 

I've seen Dan Deacon and The Video Hippos several 
times before, but never played with either, and 
found it kind of intimidating. These are acts that 
compel dancing, directly and indirectly. People 
sometimes say that our performances are 
compelling, but it's hard to know what exactly 
(if anything) we compel people to do. Regardless, 
our show was good, maybe the best of this tour to 
date. One label boss said -as he did last time-that 
it wasn't even all that bad. The other bands were 
fucking great. I got to see Dan's extensive stretching 
routine, some awesome kids lit off fireworks, and 
friends had a refreshingly casual, intimate and 
disturbing conversation that involved, among 
other things, bestiality and 'spotting'. 

21 June, Las Vegas 

Yoni drove from Oakland all night. I woke up in the 
golden hills part of southern California around eight 
in the morning. Yoni and I kept company until 1 0, 
when I took over. We're still mostly rocking Yoni's 
double iPods full of heavy jams and Ray's booted 
copy of the most recent Lil Wayne mixtape. Got 
to Vegas very early. I'd never been. 

It's been 1 3 hours now, and I still think of it 
as I first saw it, a series of strip malls, everything 
stinking of the past decade or two at most. I had 
a conversation with a Deer Tick member at the show 
about how it's difficult in Vegas to associate it with 



any of the references pop culture has made of/to it 
most of our lives. At the in-store, Yoni and I fought- 
danced while Ray played. We got a disapproving- 
dad look from Ray (that turned out to be a jealous- 
of-your-fun look). We played at night in the live 
room of a magic studio, and didn't learn any tricks, 
although there was a hidden doorway, behind 
a secret bookcase! Castanets threw in a set, during 
which I made a booze run for them. I liked our set 
very much, but it was most certainly not played to 
our crowd; it was loud and cryptic, quite indulgent. 

DeerTick as a full band is a full-blown emotional 
experience for me. I wouldn't necessarily expect this 
effect on anyone else, but I cried. Fantastic. 

Yoni is so sick that tomorrow morning we must 
toss him back to Portland so he can get proper care. 
It's such a weird and ungrounded life. Sometimes 
I'm right there with house-spouses in daydreaming 
of the perfect curtains. 

22 June, Tucson 

Tucson. Everything about this evening right up 
until its final moments was good. Sometimes great. 
Definitely OK. With Yoni gone, Ray and I turned 
more toward droning, looping in and out of songs, 
and we were, I thought, just really beginning to be 
able to have an effective and satisfying back-and- 
forth with this. 

In pulling up to that night's temporary residence, 
we damaged a door, and it wouldn't shut. While 
Ray slept in the van, some terrible shit(s) or pathetic 
jerk(s) or other night demon(s) crept into our good 
time and stole quite a lot of our gear. Classic and 
cherished things, gifts from friends, custom items, 
things with histories. We were hit not nearly as bad 
as other bands have been of late, but badly enough. 
It was debilitating. This isn't the same tour anymore. 

After a day with police, pawn shops and the 
internet, we got in the car and I drove all afternoon, 
all night, and into the next day (six or seven hours 
of which had Deerhunter's Cryptograms record on 
repeat, all hours of which had loud fucking wind 
from the passenger-side door tied to the inside of 
the car with packing rope) to get the fuck away, and 
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playlist: xf m dublin 

Words: The Corpo 
Illustration: Graham Corcoran 



to a family home in Texas. I'd wanted to sit, talk, and drink, but a nervy stomach 
just kept me going in the same direction. More hours on the phone and internet 
searching for goods and asking for help. 

The inevitable resignation, a certain level of futility and the resultant jokes 
upon jokes. The whole time, no decrease in the level of compulsive urgency. 
Right up until this very moment, still trying to convince myself to lie down, that 
there's nothing more can be done tonight. We're either fucked or we aren't, and 
we'll figure it out later. 

25 June, Dallas and Denton 

Good Records is a great record store. I told the crowd that Ray and our friend 
Matthew (Phosphorescent) have apparently taken to Coors Light, mentioning 
that some of my earliest beer experiences had been sneaking the same from 
my dad's fridge. It's a dad beer. Ray agreed, and said that he and Matthew had 
accepted that this is the time in their lives when they should be having children, 
and since they aren't, this is their one concession to the fatherly lifestyle. My 
dad, along with other family, was in the crowd for this story. It was his first time 
seeing me play a show. He said that he liked it. 

At Rubber Gloves, the audience stood 20 feet from the stage, crowded 
at the back. The soundman talked throughout. I had a good time, but I don't 
really know why. 

26 June, Austin 

Another airport trip and then Austin. This night's memory is awash in booze. It 
was great. We were all pretty great. I played a guitar belonging to Allen of Black 
Nasty, who plays with Pink Nasty. The guitar, made by his father, was a beautiful 
instrument, and I felt cautious around it. 

In the morning, we relaxed on over to their studio. I sang for a Black Nasty 
track. Afterwards, Pink Nasty slaughtered Castanets' frontman at Super Mario 3 
(battle mode). We cried our way to Houston. 

We have two days off before the Houston show. The first night back, we 
joined some friends for Ladies Night at a local gun range. We shot a Glock and 
a Smith and Wesson revolver. Gun range > bar > movie. Live Free or Die Hard. 
Car vs helicopter. Big rig vs jet fighter. I had already shot guns off that evening, 
and I think it took a needed edge off of my vicarious experience. 

The morning-after-next, I took my cat to the vet. When I got back, the 
landlord had left a note with a week's notice move-out date. 

29 June, Houston 

It's the afternoon of the last show. We're at The Orange Show, where we started 
the tour. It was built by one man over the course of a few decades, his tribute to 
that most refreshing of all fruits. 

My friend Will just called from a discotheque in Zurich to sing me what he 
knew of 'One Of These Nights'. My night, as such, is already made. 



Arriver 

Vanlandingham And Zone (unreleased) 

Bizarrely, no label has yet released this. 
Former members of Songs: Ohia and 
other Chicago types with the best hard- 
rocking record of the year. Send all of 
your friends with record labels to 
www.thisisarriver.com 

Other Men 

Strapped (Robcore) 

Rob Crow, Pinback deity, finally straps his 
complicated rock hat back on - electrifying. 

Low and Springheel Jack 

Bomb Scare (Tugboat) 

This pairing only led to a single EP. While 
Low continue to astound, I still desperately 
hanker for another record as bold as this. 

Large Mound 

Go Forth And Amplify (unreleased) 

Ireland's best band brilliantly combine 
Sebadoh andThin Lizzy, and sing songs 
about the mystery of fonts. Sniff out 
www.largemound.com 

Colin Blunstone 

Though You Are Far Away (Sony) 

Finally reissued, the former Zombies 
frontman's solo records are as beautiful 
as ever. Still the saddest voice I've 
ever heard. 

The Left Banke 

There's Gonna Be A Storm (Mercury) 

More delicious hippy nonsense, or DHN 
as it's referred to around these parts. Best 
followed by... 

Richard Harris 

MacArthur Park (Spectrum) 

Utter bliss = last summer, arm-in-arm on 
the dancefloor at an Icelandic wedding 



reception, screaming along to Jimmy Webb's 
second best song. You know the best. 

Drive Like Jehu 

Yank Crime (One Little Indian) 

I fear one day that all this will be forgotten. 
To me, this is the greatest music ever 
made. Forget Slint, this 1 994 masterpiece 
was when the rules were not only 
rewritten, but torn to shreds, spat on 
and left to die. Peerless, and why isn't it 
on Singstaryell 

Paul Williams 

Someday Man (Warner) 

Doomed to be remembered as the creepy 
blonde short bad guy from countless 



Weep before 
the greatest riff 
of all time 



Seventies Hardy Boys spin-off shows, Paul 
Williams was also responsible for 
this, the finest singer/songwriter album 
of its era. People rarely sound this 
ambitious anymore. 

Queen 

FatherToSon(EMI) 

Fast-forward to the second minute and 
35th second of this song, all you Boris 
and Sunn 0))) fans, and weep before 
the greatest riff of all time. 

Archived podcasts of The Corpo s radio 
show are available on www.xfmdublin.com, 
with a new 'Dudcast' show online every 
Wednesday morning 
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'I shot paper lightning 
v out of my hand' 



yacht 

Words: kicl^ing_k e 

Photography: Megan Holmes 

+ - 
Before he was one-half of The.Blow, Jona 
Bertoltwasall of YACHT, a one-man conceptual 
r'n'b/dance/rock happening. His most recent 
record, / Believe In You, Your Magic Is Real takes 
the pomp of stage magic and transposes its 
symbols to modern life - as in 'Platinum' where 
"If you say It out loud you can make it happen " 
becomes an incantation, repeated over a 
euphoria-inducing, ever-escalating rhythm 
track; similarly, the cutesified Crowleyism "Do 
what you love, love what you do" of 'The Magic 
Beat' or the moment he interrupts 'Drawing 
In The Dark' to shout "Wait! Chop it! Screw it!" 
and the music responds dramatically, slowing 
to filtered groans. 

I posed him some questions using only the 
power of my mind, hands and an electronic box 
connected 'wirelessly' to many other electronic 
boxes. SHAZAM, MOTHERFUCKER! 

There seems a real crossover between home- 
made music and performance art in your work 
and that of yourr, um, compadres? 

"Portland is magic. Most of the people 
I know are in bands, that's true, but the 
people that I know that aren't in bands are 
doing arguably more interesting projects. 



For instance my friend Flint and I just did an 
art project internet experiment together called. 
Flickrblockrs. You should really check it out: 
www.flickrblockrs.com 4 

"This is a great example of tfie people 
I know taking a joke and concept to the point 
of manufacturing a physical product, making 
a website, and producing videos to 'market' 
it. This doesn't just happen with projects that 
I'm involved with, either. Our friend group, 
and pretty much Portland in general, has 
a deep skill set that everyone shares to help 
everyone else out. I've seen it in a few other 
cities, for sure, but maybe not as intense, 
prolific, and as full of love as Portland." 

The album (which pulls many rabbits out 
of many hats) seems emblematic to me of 
a new strain of almost DIY pop which I predict 
will make you all into DIY MILLIONAIRES (um, 
you make yr own money). I remember hearing 
Mirah'sVoyr/de remix album and thinking the 
indie remixers on there were a new strain of 
something - do you feel musically allied to 
anyone in this way? 

"I'm allied to the Dark Mountain Eagle 
Women, which consists of Bobby Birdman, 



JC & The Killers, E*Rock, Valet, Adrian Orange, 
Antifamily, Lucky Dragons, Panther, Kumi Solo, 
White Rainbow, and other peaceful warriors." 

i Is it primarily illusionism you're interested 
in, or is there some deeper interest in the 
occult? I saw yr Street Magic videos (my 
favourite being the one in which you march 
imperiously through a series of automatic 
doors bidding them open with an outstretched 
palm and a barked command) and I fearyour 
diabolical powers. 

"I'm really into the space that traditional 
magic lives in right now -it seems no one over 
seven really likes it or pays any attention to it, 
but there's such a huge history, aesthetic, and 
a really classy image to it. Well, some of it. I like 
the secret clubs, the insignias, and the idea of 
being bound by not-so-sacred oath. 

"The other night I tried out my first magic 
trick on tour with LCD Soundsystem where 
I shot paper lightning out of my hand at the 
end of the last song I played. I'll either totally 
forget about liking magic, or Yacht shows will 
become half magic show, half music. Only time 
will tell." 

www.teamyacht.com 
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KARATE 

Haled as Iheir favorite recorded show. 
555 (named after tiie Solod number of 
shews they playodD boasts outstanding 
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Equal parts disco-ball httdonism, tight prog- 
rock chops, sci-fi fantasy and big band 
dynamics. Like Sun Ka's Arkestra on dodgy 
E*s* Truly the most unashamedly eiyoyable 
record you'll hear this year! 
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when we meet 

Words: Melissa Bradshawand kicking_k 

Plan B went all the way from 
Liverpool to Portland via Kingston, 
Queensland, Dublin and Paris to bring 
you back the following souvenirs 

aPAtT 

For once, wacksome typography serves a purpose 
- aPAtT really do sound like the vast agglomeration 
of wonderful typos which would accrue as the 
frankly unlikely room full of infinite monkeys 
progress roundly toward a Hamlet rewrite. Airily 
disregarding the Curse of Liverpool which blights 
most of the bands growing up in the shadow of 
Beatles statues, aPAtT match white robes, sprawl 
rhythm tracks like fishing nets, skronk endearingly 
and do their best to ambush yr senses and confound 
yr expectations at each hairpin turn. 
www.myspace.com/apatt 

Kaman Leung 

Squelches and rumbles, and metallic sounds that 
make us think about jungles, for some reason, 
although he's from Norway. It must be the fecundity. 
The trees are full of nerdy robots, though. And 
they can move their hips when they dance. 
www.myspace.com/lacerated2002 

Lisa Li-Lund 

A backing voice for (and biological sister of at least 
a third of) neurotic Plan B housepets Herman Dune, 
Ms Li-Lund trots delicately out into a new meadow 
conjuring flowers with each guitar strum and 
rainbows with every high note. Spooky chorus 
effects, kindergarten percussion and ventilating 
organs construct wonderment, a Super Mario 
theme chopped and screwed, played by sad and 
human hands, www.myspace.com/lisalilund 

Mavado 

His voice is gravelly edged but pounding with heart; 
last year's ' Wha Dem A Do', over the searing Red 
Bull and Guinness Riddim, is sheer escapism. He 
boasts and deals with fakes, of course; but tracks 
like 'Amazing Grace' and 'Dying' are beautiful and 
groundbreaking soul/dancehall hybrids. 
www.myspace.com/movadogangstaforlife 

The New Bloods 

Osa, Adee and Cassia have rad names, come from 
Portland, want to meet, " Black punks, the stars, 
the forest, the ocean". Their music is a loving echo 




Lightspeed Champion 

Having manfully 
conquered the Ritalin 
rawk set, Dev Test Icicle 
relocated to someplace 
in the States neither New 
York nor Los Angeles and 
proceeded to unleash his 
inner muppet. Not being 
nasty -his video's infested 
with them -which will 
doubtless encourage very 
many slothful hacks to use 
compound drug similes. 
Closer to the fact is that 
the gimmicks merely 
accessorise pretty, pretty 
indie love songs and the 
like. Yay for emotions! 
www.myspace.com/ 
lightspeedchampion 



Outsider fun for 
people who don't go 
outside much 



of the post-punk sound, violin, drums and bass 
rooting into the contested space between their 
call-and-response vocals. Emanate the gratifying 
seriousness of a band who take nothing for granted 
and are looking way beyond the next round of 
applause.www.myspace.com/thenewbloods 

Operator Please 

Profoundly youthful in a way many people never 
manage, Operator Please are an Australian high 
school band that pour hyper-caffeinated rock 
dynamics into prom dress pretty pop delinquency 
and seem destined for success whether you like it or 
not. The popping of punk has been a dismal thing to 
behold, but these guys accelerate straight through 
the stylistic cliches into pure, soul-warming primary 
colours.www.myspace.com/operatorplease 

Party Weirdo 

The awkward sound of Nu Germany, perhaps. 
Although they claim to come from 
Dublin and Berlin simultaneously, so 
hmm. Guitars fizz like scattered lines 
of gunpowder as bracing vocals offer 

a advice on charting yr cycle, before 
ripping the word "mennnn-struuuu- 
aaAAAAatiiiiing" into a shower 
of confetti. Raw grrr plus space to 
breathe equals outsider fun for people 
who don't go outside much. 
www.myspace.com/ 
partyweirdomusic 
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Santogold 

Brooklyn-based pop with a globalisation complex. 
Having already hooked up with MIA and Switch, 
the duo's next (big) plans are hinted at by a MySpace 
bio that dares to dream of an audience stretching 
from penitentiaries to space stations, the United Arab 
Emirates to the British Broadcasting Corporation. If 
they have many more like the oozily, itchily dub-ridden 
'You'll Find A Way', you should buy a T-shirt now before 
they run out of yr size. . . www.myspace.com/santogold 
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Percee P 

He released his first 12-inch in 1992 and is 
just now putting out his debut LP. That's got 
to be a record. 'Perseverance' is smoking, 
slick and funkily anachronistic stuff you'd 
only ever get from the Stones Throw camp - 
imagine meeting him in a club with red eyes, 
a hoodyand an intense kind of look... 
www.myspace.com/perceep 



The Peverelist 

One of the pack of Bristol producers following 
Pinch's lead and tinting dubstep with their 
own colours, Tom Peverelist runs Rooted Records 
and says he would be in a guitar band, playing 
early hardcore type stuff - except he doesn't 
have the right transport. Be glad of this, because 
he's doing a lovely soulful Bristolian jungle 
thing to dubstep... 
www.myspace.com/punchdrunkrecords 

Yelle 

The other first lady of Nouveau Electro Francais 
meandered airily back to her bedroom while Uffie 
hoovered up the photo shoots and hype blah, 
preferring to bop around with oversize pastel-toned 
haridryer, mobile phone and wardrobe (see the 
'A Cause Des Garcons' video). A further season 
spent mastering her keytar and Yelle is back with 
Pop-Up, rocking a masterful update of the chanson 
via Japanese technology and, well, the Eighties, 
obviously. So riddled with synth squiggle the 
upside-down smiley on her signature dress is 
probably ready to puke. Ecstatically. 
www.myspace.com/iloveyelle 
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Caribou live: 

09-05 London - Bardens Boudoir 
09-06 Manchester - Academy 3 * 
09-07 Dublin - Crawdaddy 
09-08 Galway - Roisin Dubh 
09-09 Glasgow - The Arches 
09-10 London - KOKO * 
09-11 Sheffield -Plug* 
09-12 London - 
Electric Ballroom # 
09-13 Manchester - Ritz # 
09-14 Glasgow- ABC # 

* supporting Architecture 
in Helsinki 

# supporting The Go! Team 
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Menomena live: 

09-24 London - Hoxton Bar & Grill 
09-25 Manchester - Roadhouse 
09-26 Glasgow - Nice'n Sleazy 
09-27 Norwich - The Talk 

Malajube live: 

08-31 Glasgow 
09-01 Electric Picnic 
09-03 Norwich Arts Centre 
09-04 London 100 Club 
09-05 Wolverhampton Little Civic 
09-06 Manchester Roadhouse 
09-07 Leeds Cockpit 



BROKEN SOCIAL SCENE PRESEN 

KEVIN DREW -"SPIRIT IF" 
(out on 9-17-07) 

and 2^ / 

STARS - "IN OUR BEDROOM AFTER THE WAR 

(out 10-01 -07) - 




WE SWING 

HARDER 

Malajube "Trompe L'Oeil" 
(out now) 

O'Death "Head Home" 
(out now) 

Caribou "Andorra" 
(8-20-07) 

Menomena "Friend And Foe" 
^_ (9-17-07) 

N 15 x 

"> 17 13 




ww.cityslang.com 
DOWNLOAD FREE MP3s FROM ALL OF THESE 
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personal geography 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Photography: Simon Fernandez 

When Prinzhorn Dance School want 
to hear a good song, they write one 



We've been sent to talk to Prinzhorn Dance 
School about records. We've prepared all these 
I I questions about seven favourite Fall records 
Jt , (we have always believed this to be the correct 
t'i\A ', number to own), records they first exchanged, 
^; records their parents like too. Only one glitch 
]f - turns out they don't I isten to records. And 
:; refuse to discuss them. 

"Obviously there are bands I like", concedes 
£KJj '.Suzi Horn, "but there are only about six records 
tfSft- 1 think are great and if a newalbum is not as 
£*f§ .; good as them, that's it." Not that she's willing 
^^h] to divulge hertop six. 

"We want people to know about us only 
from our record, not what we like in music," 
explains Tobin Prinz. "People walk on records 
: . in my house. I don't respect records in that way. 

§' I don't keep my records in alphabetical order. 
I The music is about how we see things, how 
fl we see ourselves." 

So much forthat plan. 
Fortunately, what makes for a difficult 
interview subject makes for some very tight, 
£&. i highly-strung music. The songs on their self- 
KjN I titled debut album are as spare as you could 
v&PJ possibly bear, the precision dictated by a strict 
tej g process of elimination. It almost sounds as if, 
I in their effort to exclude external influences 
and prejudices, this is all Prinzhorn Dance 
j£il] . School have been left with: an empty room, 

f. ' an instrument, another one, panicked voices, 
S : short sentences. 
"We probably take one out of 24 songs", 
j admits Suzi. "When we record we spend a 



about. We would spend two days even before 
we get the mics out getting the space right. 
We like to start with completely nothing in the 
room - and then add. Every noise is made in 
response to the room so we want to neutral ise 
it as much as we can. We use private, domestic 
rooms to record, so it takes a long time. We 
don't like going into someone else's space and 
using their language." 

This kind of obsessive perfectionism makes 
sense in relation to their invocation of Hans 
Prinzhorn, a mental asylum director who 
curated his patients' artwork into an exhibition 
that pioneered the idea of outsider art. But 
their insistence on autonomy, which borders 
on the autistic, makes their decision to sign 

"People walk on 
records in my house' 

to DFA (a subsidiary of EMI) all the more 
bizarre, a contradiction they are aware of. 

"We made a conscious decision to sign to 
a label to gain exposure. Even though the 
project has grown and we now employ people 
like our manager, press agent, the way we see 
it, we take our product to the record label and 
we make sure it's beautifully packaged and 
then we watch it go. That's why we're here 
now, instead of in the church working on a new 
song -that's a song we'll never write now. 

"It was hard making the adjustment from 
two people knocking about making noise to 



because we don't do a lot of interviews. If you 
make a funny little noise on the guitar and you 
thinkthis is amazing, and someone comes and 
tells you that it sounds like someone else, it's 
not healthy". ,, 

We leave a dodgy hotel lobby fantasising 
about interviewing Nicky Wire and Richey 
Manic circa '91 -full of fanciful lies, conspiracy 
theories, Marxist passion and studenty French 
literature, building an imaginary cathedral of 



couple of weeks just moving the microphones accused of being difficult or mysterious, 
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out a chapel in Portsmouth to hit the right note 
of emptiness. It is remarkable thatthe old, 
romantic notion that creativity is corrupted by 
mediation -that music journalists somehow 
taint the honest connection between artist and 

Pudience - is still intact. And in an age of 
logging and online commentary where 
everyone is a critic, this notion is growing into 
a deep cultural paranoia which fragments 
culture into a billion tiny private worlds that 
collide in the dark. 

In this privatised public sphere, where 
a band like Prinzhorn Dance School make 
music only for themselves, inspired by no 
one, the beautiful simplicity of a song like 
'Worker', with its poetic transformation of 
everyday life into a kind of political act a la 
Mark E Smith, sounds more like nostalgia for 
a missed momentthan a call to arms. 

But something in that tense protectiveness 
leaves you with the feeling that a I it match 
attherighttimeand place can still make this 
dynamite explode. 

www.prinzhorn-dance-school.com 




THE NEW ALBUM AUGUST 20th 



"From sugary pop to prog rock to moments of orchestral wonder - often 
within the same track - they make music of a dizzying kind" - Q 

"Spellbinding" - The Fly 

matadorrecords.com .thenewpornographers.com .myspace.com/thenewpornographers 




The Pigeon Detectives 
Wait For Me 

The Debut Album - Out Now 

Includes the new single "Take Her Back" 
Out August 13th on 2x 7", CD and download 



www.myspace.com/thepigeondetectives / www.thepigeondetectives.com / www.dancetotheradio.com 
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guided tour: liars 

words: kicking_k 
Photography: Steve Gullick 

Plan B plays truth or dare with 
everyone's favourite axes of evil 

Having previously and recently drawn fire and 
shadows from primitive rhythms and witch trials, 
Liars' latest, self-titled album (a double-bluff?) has 
caused knitting of brows and polysyllabic discussion 
around the Plan B microsystem. The press release 
was short on info, but made a couple of statements 
stick. First, there was no big news on where they'd 
recorded the thing -following previous shifts from 
NY bustle to out-state rural and post-communist 
locales. And, there was therefore less engagement 
with history. (Drum's Not Dead -for all its prehistoric 
magic-was actually more imbued with recording in 
one of the Second World War's scarred.) 

On the phone to Angus and Aaron as they await 
a train to take them wno-knows-where, I felt for 
a pattern. Turns out, this is Liars' teenage album. . . 

Plaster Casts Of Everything 

Angus is pretty chirpy, actually, knows the plan 
("track-by-track, yeah?") and barrels right into it. 
The first song (and single) recalls the relieved coda 
at the end of an arthouse horror and, " Seemed 
the best summary of the album's theme - being 
a teenager and wanting to get away. " I thought 
there wasn't a concept, I say, and he repeats, 
"Theme. Not concept." 

Leather Prowler 

Aaron is, or rather was, the song's fairly fucking 
frightening-sounding protagonist. But fear not: 
"It's about sneaking out at night and meeting 
a girl." He alludes to 'a broken home' somewhere 
in his own youth, the knowledge he was breaking 
the rules, more defiance than romance. As ever, 
the density of their instrumental overlap churns 



like mics in viscera, an extreme close-up analogue 
forteenage melodrama, the ripening hormonal war 
betwixt anxiety and desire. 

Sailing To Byzantium 

"Named after a Yeats poem." Yeah, I know. "Do 
you?" Angus says with what one would imagine 
to be a wolfish half-smile, doubtless presuming a 
last-minute Google. To defend my honour, I quote 
a portion. "No, that's 'The Second Coming'," he 
says of my apocalyptic soundbite. "'Sailing To 
Byzantium' is about getting older. " Of the song's 
prettified dub: "When we had a finished version, 
we sent it to Portishead. And that's why they're 
coming back." You summoned them! I exclaim. 
Silence on the line. 



Imagine Brian Wilson's 
rotting body, seething 
with marine carrion 



Cycle Time 

Angus: "I started playing this rock/blues riff, and 
that was the first time I realised I could play like that, 
like someone else. So, the song is basically a cycle 
of the riff." When bands get into drums [cf. Drum's 
Not Dead] they don't usually come back - it's a 
slippery slope. "But we get bored whenever we 
focus just on one element. . . " And - you talked 
about being a teenager -would you have been 
into guitar music more back then? "Yeah ! " he 
yells. "Guitar solos! Slash!" 

Freak Out 

Aaron almost winces. " It's not supposed to be on 
the record... it's called 'Freak Out' for god's sake." 
He good-naturedly blames the others, although 
when I suggest they could have buried it under an 
obscure/sinister title: "But I didn't want to do that, 



either." He muses, "I've gotten back into surfing 
recently - something I used to do and it is really 
just a West Coast pleasure. . . " It does sound 
approximately like The Beach Boys, drowned. 
Imagine Brian Wilson's rotting body, seething 
with marine carrion, pulled through the surf forever 
by a doomed surfboard. 

Pure Unevil 

Their compulsive discomfort in playing anything 
straight is evidenced pretty thoroughly by the title, 
but roots right down through the music. If Aaron 
says the lyrics "convert a love song about my wife to 
public property" - referencing Douglas Sirk movies, 
the way "violins come in right when they hold each 
other" . Even here the hopeful lead vocal is pitched 
against unreadable guitar noise, off-notes chiming 
ominously like wronged (probably cursed) bells. 

Clear Island 

The first track Angus worked on emerged as, 
"A straightforward rock song. It was weird that 
it felt so good." And, nudged into self-analysis 
by the ease of the exercise (he says songwriting 
"shouldn't be fun") the lyrics evolved to be, "About 
the process of writing the song - What is this? '/Feels 
so appealing. . . " it starts, warily. Meanwhile, Aaron's 
creative flow has its own unusual elements: " Every 
album, I throw away any ideas that don't work out, 
or are half-finished or whatever. " What - you're 
afraid of them leaking or whatever? "No, I don't 
know - the other guys go crazy at me for it. . . " 

Protection 

The album's finale is maybe the closest the band 
have come to gentleness and sincerity unarmoured 
by conceit, droning prettily to the close via sepia- 
tinted blues. Angus: " Reminiscent of a specific day 
when I was a teenager. [Sample lyric: "Snuckinto 
a cave where all the kids were smoking". ] This 
universal idea of when you were younger-the 
girl, what went wrong, what went right. . . " 

www.liarsliarsliars.com 
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welcome to valhalla 

Words: Stevie Chick 



If Times New Viking 

were a font, they'd slice 
through the paper 




Pop powers through speakers at fierce velocity, 
small tears appearing at the edges of hidden 
speaker cones, paper humming in perpetual 
vibration, carrying a sound that's an amalgam 
of guitar, drum, organ and voice, alloying at high 
volume into one singular, neon, frazzled roar. 
This isn't your Perfect Sound Forever, though the 
sound is perfect; forget Autotune, Garageband 
and Pro-Tools, and forget about BASF and all those 
other dudes ceasing the production of magnetic 
audio tape, because even if that's the case its time 
to start erasing and finding space to capture the 
delicious analogue sprawl of Times New Viking. 

Theirs isn't so much a sound as a dialect of pop, 
a guttural glottal tongue chewing words and riffs 
into mush and spitting the mess back up: a rough- 
handed and artful amateurism that's born not of 
a lack of skill, but rather a rumbling, effervescent, 
anarchic sense of joy in the simple thrill of simple 
noise, exalting in the danger of playing stuff so 
slack its in permanent danger of falling to absolute 
pieces. Indie rock as highwire act. Wicked. 

"When playing live, most of us like to get very 
drunk and all of us play very loud, " they write via 
committee email communique, drummer/vocalist 
Adam Elliot, organist/vocalist Beth Murphy and 
guitarist Jared Phillips as one. "Our shows are very 
short, 20 to 30 minutes usually. We would love to 
play overseas, but for now it is too expensive and 
confusing. But it is definitely something we will do 
in the next year, seeing as we love touring so much. 
To kill the hours we use knives." 

They're three Ohio kids who met while studying 
"printing, Xerox, letters and the like", forming the 
group when they decided, "There didn't seem to 



be enough bands in today's rock-o-sphere playing 
the kind of musics we most loved" . As their 
fragmentary pop-primitivism, no-fi charm and 
sandblasted melody suggests, those musics 
included the glorious alternative pop histories 
woven by Bob Pollard and his Guided By Voices 
("They had cool recordings, great songs, and 
a certain mythology and mystery which made their 
albums even more enticing"), and nasty motherfuck 
genii Pussy Galore. 

"We simply like our records to be listened to 
more than once, and have listeners hear new 
things, " they say, of a lo-f idelity aesthetic that 
pulverises the sound of their instruments and 
voices into kaleidoscopic splinters. "Our ethic, we 
suppose, is to be intimate and a bit spontaneous; 
recording fewer takes, using less mics, 'letting 
things go' that normal bands and producers would 
not. We started out using what we had, and since 
then really haven't acquired much more equipment. 
From the start we were sceptical about going to 
studios and having someone else dictate, even 
people we would normally trust. For the record, 
no, we do not use shitty broken boomboxes; only 
very, very, very expensive vintage ones. " 

Thankfully, Times New Viking overcame their 
scepticism of outside influences when approached 
by Mike Rep, a midwestern noise genius who, aside 
from recording his own askance records, has also 
produced (he prefers the term " Lovingly Fucked 
With") key releases by Guided By Voices, New Bomb 
Turks and Thomas Jefferson Slave Apartments. 
"Mike was one of the first people to take interest 
in our recordings," they remember. "He essentially 
took the 'demos' that we had, boiled them in lamb's 



blood, added a sprinkle of Tibetan THC, and out 
came Dig Yourself '." 

Dig Yourself 'was their debut, released on 
cult Philadelphia noise label Siltbreeze in 2005; 
it's followed by this year's Present The Paisley 
Reich, a marginally less-messy set which gives 
free reign to frantic organ splurge, steroidal 



'We do not use shitty 
broken boomboxes; 
only very expensive 
vintage ones' 



drumskin'n'cymbal hammerings, and vocals flung 
into the tornado with a sense of abandon. Across 
its 1 5 brief fragments, the group lurch wilfully 
and spiritedly through passages of drone-like 
psyche, clattering cro-magnon crunch and sweetly 
slaughtered pop song, trebly vocals giddy with 
thrill and panic, a radiant confusion you'll want 
to spend summer unravelling. 

Times New Viking have since found a new home 
at Matador, where Bob Pollard eventually finessed 
enough hiss and buzz from his Guided By Voices to 
happen upon the perfect pop of 1 995's Alien Lanes. 
Don't expect similar developments any time soon 
from TNV, however; this is a band still slovenly in 
slack-jawed love with chaos and rattle and wrong 
notes and bum fuzz. Embrace them for it. 

www.myspace.com/timesnewviking 
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FANTASTIC 

Super Furry Animals return to earth with Hey Venus!, a gently conceptual pop pile-up of 
dogs # dulcimers, bright lights and wide-eyed harmonies. Frontman Gruff Rhys talks about 
collaborations, costumes and psychedelic Japanese cover art 



Words: Abi Bliss 
Photography: Cat Stevens 











"I hate the idea of taste. We like-to make 
melodic music, and sometimes that involves 
very sweet... pop." 

Appropriately enough for someone 
rejecting a concept that has many less self- 
assured acts in undignified pursuit, Gruff Rhys 
and the rest of Super Furry Animals have been 
sent to Coventry. They're playing the Godiva 
festival later, but in the meantime, the other 
end of the phone finds Gruff in his hotel 
room, contemplating Debenhams through . 
the window. Entire casualwear wardrobes are 
bought, taken home and returned in the spaces 
of mental tape-hiss between his words, as he 
muses upon why the Furries are one of few 
bands unafraid to shuffle through music's 
secondhand racks without nervously checking 
over their shoulders. 

Seasoned Gruff-watchers will know that 
the slowness of his answers is the yin to the 
yang of SFA's ideas-dense music. The 43-secon ' 
glam-chug 'Gateway Song' which opens new 
album Hey Venus! does indeed, as the lyrics 
say, lead to harder stuff: 1 further hits 
formulated from/adulterated with potent 
molecules of Badfinger, girl group pathos, 
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Double Fantasy-era Lennon, Can's motorik 
pulse, ELO, Wild West mythos, Aphrodite's 
Child and what could be a dulcimer but might 
be a cimbalom. It's one of their poppier, more 
concise offerings. 

"We're still excited about how many sounds 
are out there, and all the variations of what we 
can sound like as a band," Gruff says. "So even 
on Hey Venus!, which is a kind of back-to-basics 
band playing their own record, we still find 
that we're writing in certain styles for a lot 
of songs. In a way, we're always struggling to 
make a career out of it," he laughs. 

It may have furrowed brows at their 
previous label Sony and will probably now 
be causing some concern among Rough Trade 
bean-counters, but from here, the fact that 
fashion and SFA now occupy two entirely 
separate orbits looks pretty convenient. 
Freed from the 'zany Welsh wizards' tag that 
accompanied their every move around the time 
when Catatonia and Top Of The Pops were still 
household names, they've settled into their 
rightful positions as roving ambassadors for 
musical open-mindedness, unselfconsciously 
bringing together namedrop fodder and 



n influences in their own music, 
while curating compilations of Seventies Welsh 
psychedelia and Troja Records' back catalogue 
and teaming up with musicians such as Tony 
Da Gatorra at the Brazil-themed Trocabrah 
festival in Glasgow. Side projects have rangea 
from Gruff's two solo albums - 2005's all-Welsh, 
pun-filled charmer YrAtal Genhedlaeth and 
the recent folk-pop Candylion -to Daf's band 
The Peth ("Outlaw glam-rock," says Gruff) and 
Cian's Acid Casuals. 

Gruff has also been collaborating 
with Boom Bip as Neon Neon, producing 
a concept album about John DeLorean, 
a man remembered as much for designing 
the car from Back To The Future as for being 
caught in an FBI drug-dealing sting. "It's like 
the American nightmare. He was the first 
playboy celebrity engineer, car designer- 
turned-celebrity. The first, and maybe the 
last. It's a grotesque disco opera." He adds, 
"We've come up with some pretty tasteful 
songs for it as well." 

Hey Venus! is a concept album, too, but 
only really in the same way that wallpaper has 
monsters in it if you stare at it for long enough. 



PLANET 



Super Furry Animals (l-r): Cian Ciaran, 
Guto Pryce, Huw Bunford, Gruff Rhys, 
Dafydd leuan 
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Gruff admits that it's more a case that the 
songs piled up and, "Atheme started to 
emerge", but the story is thus: heartbroken 
young woman moves from the country to the 
city ('Run Away'), is dazzled by the bright lights 
and myriad distractions ('Neo Consumer'), 
loses her child in a bizarre, l/l/atchc/og-worthy 
accident ('Baby Ate My Eightball') and, er, 
makes friends with a dog ('Battersey Odyssey'). 

It's as wide-eyed and world-weary as any of 
the band's other albums. Yet Phantom Power 
and Rings Around The World were much more 
overtly angry, from 'Presidential Suite' catching 
the sleazy tail-end of the Clinton era to 'Out Of 
Control' spitting dazed News-24 catchphrases 
- "Suck my oil I ", "Ninja jiha d! " - i n t h e wa ke 
of his successor. 

"I think any album released around 
2001 would have had political overtones or 
undertones, and that's the case with Rings 
Around the World and Phantom Power/' Gruff 
explains. "But despite most people's shock with 
the decisions being made in our name, now 
we've I ived with that situation for five years, 
it's become a farce, so it's difficult to know how 
to respond to it in song." 



Making a shorter, less spacey album than 
2005's languorous Love Kraftwas a deliberate 
move, even if the group's own fuzzy logic 
is unpredictable. 

"Our decisions are pretty random, because 
it's a collective decision, it's not a decision one 
of us can make. We react to each other, and 
that gives it a continuity. We're pushing and 
shoving ideas around; when we go in to record 
a record, we never know exactly what it's 

'We're looking 
into new masks' 

going to sound like." 

Has recording two solo albums changed 
his perspective on the band? "As a band, we're 
usually playing large clubs and we want it to 
be a hedonistic experience. We like to leave 
people with a sense of euphoria, like a festival. 
Love Kraft was pretty quiet with a lot of long 
songs, and when we were playing it live, it put 
people on a collective downer. 

"But with the solo stuff, I've been playing 
to people sitting down and doing quite mellow 



music. It's a chance for me to try all these things 
out. And likewise, Cian does a lot of minimal 
techno music, and he's putting that out 
through Acid Casuals, and in a way he's in 
the opposite situation to me. He has to create 
a more hedonistic atmosphere for his techno. 
These are sweeping generalisations, but it gives 
you an idea. We're all into all of these different 
elements, but when we play as a band, I think 
now we have an idea of what atmosphere 
we create." 

What is sometimes puzzling about Super 
Furry Animals is the feeling that, for all their 
gleeful genre-jumping, they seem too keen 
to compartmentalise their own output. Maybe 
fear of audience alienation is dragging them 
back or maybe it's a strategy to hold themselves 
back from tipping over into sheer, throw-it- 
all-in-at-once self-indulgence, but I still dream 
of the day when Gruff's solo songs bump up 
against Cian's noodlings, Welsh- and English- 
language lyrics are neighbours and the longest, 
most meandering grooves can wrap themselves 
around Beach Boys nuggets. 

Atriple album should just about do it, 
I reckon. 
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kidnapped by venus 

Words: Kieron Gillen 
Illustration: Dimitri Simakis 

Super Furry Animals 

Hey Venus! (Rough Trade) 

And this is how we begin: 40 seconds of hyper- 
addictive glammy stomp ending with a faux- 
orgasmic falsetto. "This song is a gateway song/ 
Why don 'tyou sing-sing along long to the gateway 
song?/Brings us up nicely to the harder stuff. . . " 
Tongues may be pressed deeply into cheeks, but 
there's a sense with Hey Venus! that the Furries 
want to engage again. This is as close to a straight 
pop album as we've had since Rings Around The 
World, intricate and optimistic with the sunshine 
cut by delicious clouds of questioning melancholy. 



In other words, it isn't as noble yet failed 
experimental as the last Super Furry Album 
proper, Love Kraft, or the not experimental 
but underwhelming Phantom Power or the 
experimental and actually fucking successful 
Gruff Rhys solo album Candylion from last year 
(which you require, immediately.) It's just one 
that reaffirms SFA's position as one of the few 
genuinely populist, genuinely cult acts in the UK. 

While we're a long way from the punkier 
stances of parts of Radiator, or the relentless 
resistance anarcho-groove of 'The Man Don't 
Give A Fuck', the more direct POPIness leads to 
an energy which drives the album. There are no 
additions to the ghostly sad lament section in their 
songbook, with the ones that may have slowed 
into such on previous albums choosing an 



alternative route - a romantic waltz ('Carbon 
Dating'), anthemic ('Suckers') or the blissed out 
faux-country-rock of closing 'Let The Wolves Howl 
At the Moon'. 'Blissed out' is a key phrase -the 
music's often rapturously warm, circular choruses 
wrapped in oblique harmonies, as off-kilter yet 
perfect as SFA's titles ( 'Baby Ate My Eightball', 
'Neo Consumer'). 

Yet again, you wonder if the SFA played their 
psychedelic streak a little straighter they'd get 
more critical acclaim than they do. That they don't, 
of course, is why they're always more interesting 
than something more deliberately credible. It's 
not that they risk embarrassment - they simply 
don't care about embarrassment, following their 
own path, speaking in their own codes, their logic 
perpetually fuzzy. 



SFA do actually have three albums on the go, 
albeit separately. "This record and the next one, 
they're all part of a song cycle," says Gruff. "They're 
very simple records; they're recorded pretty much 
live, with not a great deal of arrangement. Whereas 
we're also working on an instrumental record; it's 
going to be another DVD project like Rings Around 
The World and Phantom Power. 

"We're trying to make the cinematic element 
of the DVDs much more integral to the project this 
time. All the music will be instrumental, and it'll give 
us a chance to be more experimental in terms of 
composition, and we're going to work with an 
orchestra on this record. We've started that project, 
but it's going to take about three years. " 

Hey Venus! is the first Super Furry Animals album 
since Fuzzy Logic not to feature art by Pete Fowler, 
of Playdoh-cute yet sharp-tentacled Monsterism 
fame. Instead, there's a new visual foil to the music 
in the form of Japanese godfather of psychedelia, 
KeiichiTanaami. 

Gruff explains: "We made a blood pact with 
Pete Fowler that we'd make albums together for 
1 years. And the 1 years was up, so we were 
stumped - 'Shit, how can we make another record 
without the genius that is Pete Fowler?' - so we 



started thinking about artists we liked, and we 
were all really into this guy, Keiichi Tanaami. I think 
he's about 81 : I've heard that he's 75, 81 and 82, 
so he could be either or neither of those ages, or 
all of them. 

"He claimed that he was the first Japanese 
guy to drop acid in the Sixties. And with his pop 
art, he says he was inspired by the first pizza 
restaurant opening in Tokyo. He used to go into 
the restaurant and order a pizza with as many 
toppings as possible and just sit down and stare 
at the pizza and the psychedelic experience. It's 
an absolutely insane album cover. It opens out like 
a Middle Ages seascape." 

Was it difficult to arrange working with him? 
"Yeah, well, we didn't know that he was still alive. 
And we don't share a language either, so we were 
communicating via interpreters. So the facilities 
of language changed communication a little bit." 

MrTanaami'slife motto turns out to be, "Do 
what I like, in a way I like", which seems kind of 
apt for SFA, if somewhat uncompromising for the 
design process. 

"We had to sign a contract saying that we 
couldn't challenge him on the artwork, that his 
decisions were final." That sounds like a worrying 



leap of faith in someone you've never met. "It 
was more like waiting for a Christmas present. " 

Curiously, Tanaami's pizza-inspired visual 
extravaganza comes just as SFA are planning an 
uncharacteristically under-the-top set of gigs. 

"We've spent so much on ridiculous props that 
we're completely skint, and the most expensive 
piece of equipment to hire is a projector. So we've 
got rid of our video and we're just concentrating 
on sound. A good piece of music can be played 
without electricity, you know, using a bucket and 
singing. So we like to use technology, but we don't 
let it drive the music. 

"On our last tour, we had costumes made out 
of material that carried electric light. The idea was 
that that the lighting guy could flash those on 
and off and we wouldn't have any lights; we'd 
actually contain the lights. It turned out not to be 
that spectacular, and the remote control element 
of it only worked at one gig. But it was worth it for 
the one gig." 

So no golden-tressed yetis this time? No 
inflatable pandas? Nothing? "Ah no, we're looking 
into new masks. It's going to be extremely low-tech. 
We're always trying out new things, and sometimes 
it fails. But it's always worth trying it out. " 
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With a new album recorded in Africa, India, Australia and Trinidad, nomadic audiovisual rebel MIA 
talks about taking politics personally, the art of mixing signals and how it feels to be both a pop star 
and a 'national threat to homeland security' 
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'Colonel Gadaff i's always been one of 
my style icons' 




MIA 




When MIA made her ETA back in 2005, it's fair 
to say the mass media ingested enough of her 
background to reasonably OD on the scenery. 
Her life story was blown up to the size of a grand 
narrative - a baby in Hounslow, a child in war-torn 
Sri Lanka, and an adolescent refugee in Surrey. 
Add to that the stencilled agit-pop art at St Martin's, 
the post-Britpop hook-up with Justine Frischmann 
(designing sleeves and making videos), the 
documentary she tried to make about her cousins 
literally Missing In Action, her introduction to 
the rudiments of making music via Peaches, 
'Galang', Diplo, and first album Arular. 

Dig into the debut's reviews, though, and even 
the most glowing testimonials seem riddled with 
disclaimers - the political content is acknowledged 
but rarely engaged with, often abandoned for 
another giddy gallop through that bio. Most 
dutifully gesture to the contrast between the sweet 
music and sour phrases, but struggle to reconcile 
the two, often noting that, whatever, you can 
definitely dance to it, so, y'know, yay. 

We - the media, file-sharers, play counts and 
faceless numbers - like MIA, this much is clear. 
We know a lot about her, in terms of timelines and 
factoids. But the collaged soundbites and question- 
marked exclamation points muster a consensus 
only in confusion. She's an artist, a filmmaker, 
and a musician labelled both revolutionary and 
dilettante, a 'poverty tourist' and 'a national threat 
to homeland security'. An iconic tangle of feral 
hair, skintight ethno-prints in shades of punk and 
sloganeering tees, she detonated across fashion 
spreads, a Coke bottle Molotov cocktail. Yeah, 
we saw a lot of her in 2005. Are we any nearer 
understanding her in 2007? 

london calling 

It's mid-afternoon and London is luxuriating in itself, 
dirty walls washed with light, all the marginalised 
greenery it can muster quietly photosynthesising. 
People sway lazily on tubes, faces blank, not 
discontent. I'm on the way to the XL offices, trying 
to decide whether I should address her as MIA 
or Maya, acronym or anglicized forename (it's 
originally, officially Mathangi). Should I sound 
each letter or run them together? 

She's not tall and not short. We say hello, shake 
hands like featherweight prizefighters and are 
cheerily shepherded into a glass-walled boardroom. 
As I prep myself, I ask how the promotional grind is 
progressing. But it's OK, I'm only the second of the 
day. Warily amused, she asks if I was worried she'd 
be in a bad mood, and I hedge it, ask what happens 
when she's had a long stretch. "When it gets to 20," 
she deadpans, " I puke. All over the interviewer. " 
"Let me know if you start to feel queasy," I respond, 
equally tonelessly, disgorging my embarrassment 
of notes onto the glass tabletop and angling an 
array of recording devices toward her. 

You can tell she's been doing a lot of interviews 
-the first few questions send her coasting into the 



'If America don't let me in, I'll just 
move to China' 



making-of story I'd already read elsewhere. How 
Timbaland asked to helm the entire second record, 
but she was consistently refused a visa (Kafkaesque 
letters alluding to nothing more concrete than 
'insufficient paperwork'). How, in the meantime, 
restless as ever, she sallied forth to Trinidad, India, 
Australia and Africa, setting up makeshift studios, 
sourcing producers and playing with traditional 
musicians and street kids alike. 

Anxious lest I find myself tied to the tracks 
of a pre-written article, I flail for a curveball. She's 
had a haircut and a wardrobe change since last we 
(virtually) met, highlights and (pirate) designer gear 
-I note it aloud. 

" I cut my hair 'cause I went to Liberia - we were 
building a playground for child soldiers that'd been 
running around doing their thing before the war, 
and when they come out of the war they're still 
only, like, 1 2 years old. So they got me paint and 
three brushes among 1 00 African kids going crazy 
in the sun. So much of it was in my hair- hardcore, 
outdoor paint- to get it out they poured turpentine 
on my head and by the end of it I was like - [mimes 
afro] this is the most flammable ball of puff. . . " 

People would have said you'd gone off and 
invented a revolutionary hairstyle. . . 

" I couldn't get it out for a month ! Even when 
I cut it I still had a red, green and blue scalp! " 

i'm so bored of the usa 

Meanwhile, the official portrait adorning the cover 
of the forthcoming record shuffles emblems anew 
- a confrontational (but, urn, kind of sensuous) shot 
of the artist in a military cap recalling the martial 
subtext to her parents' marital history. "I was 
actually thinking about how camp all the African 
dictators are - Colonel Gadaffi's always been one 
of my style icons... 

" It's more textile-based, " she says of the mock- 
up. " In Africa, when you're the leader, they make 
a fabric and put your photo in it- and all your 
supporters wear dresses made out of your 
presidential cloth. " Around her, the dayglo graffiti 
stylings of her exhibition, book and first record 
are supplanted by lo-res computer patterns, just 
as streets have been rewritten by the internet's 
shared dream of a superhighway. 

XL were the only label to offer her total control, 
and it's something she's determined to maintain, 
despite the travails of her nomadic lifestyle. " I have 
to do everything on aeroplanes, and travelling. 
I got an apartment in Brooklyn and built tables 
and to this day - I've had the apartment a year and 
a half- it's got three tables: no chairs, no fucking 
nothing. . .I built the tables to do the paintings 
and then... 

"I remember writing a blog while I was in 
Trinidad - that was my first moment when I was 
refused the visa - and I thought, well, fuck, if this 
is really over whether I said 'PLO', I'm going to go 
and make a track with no lyrics - it was like a litmus, 
y'know?" 



The track became first single 'Boyz', and even 
with the minimal chants that crept in, she knew 
there were other ways to score points - art-directing 
the video, she illustrated the song's ADD dirty 
dancehall with a hundred dancing boys, flipping 
the focus to the male body. Continuing her 
commitment to autonomy, the single comes on 
a USB key with a capella backing tracks - all the 
scraps people need to make their own versions. 

And speaking of audience response, after 
belatedly receiving her US visa: " I literally [she 
segues into a Public Enemy quotation] 'Got a letter 
from the government the other day. . . ' - I'm a 
'national threat to homeland security'. . . " which 
means she can't enter America until they reconsider. 
As Plan B went to press, she'd been granted the 
right to play the Siren Festival in New York, although 
what this means in the long term is unclear. 

louder than a bomb 

There's background chatter about the new album 
all over the internet, some pre-emptive interviews, 
streamed leaks in 96kbps, and an announcement 
that, after the first record was named after her 
father, absentee revolutionary Arular, the titular 
hero of the next would be Kala, the single parent 
that raised her. We hacks heart angles like cats 
dig catnip and a trend soon emerged, predicting 
it would be the personal document ('the family 
album') to follow the political statement, the other 
side of Maya Arulpragasam. It's not. But more on 
that later. 

The next single is to be 'Jimmy' - a Hindi-disco 
track with the potential to cross all the way over to 
summer radio. As always, bigger audiences mean 
bigger challenges. "I thought, if I'm going to do 
a pop song, I should get something in there that 
made it awkward - because, I dunno, I felt durrty. . . 
[Laughs.] I was still in Liberia and I thought, for 
Christmas, I should go and have a break. There was 
a journalist in the Congo and Rwanda at the time 
and he was like, 'Why don't you come and meet 
me, and you can have a choice - either chilling out 
and having a nice holiday moment, or we could go 
on a genocide tour'. And I was like, 'OK, let's do the 
genocide tour'. I thought that might be quite. . . " 
Did you do that? " No - never made it. I wrote the 
song instead." 

Elsewhere on the record, she revisits her own 
rave era ('XR2'), its fabric a list of generational 
indulgences ( "20/20 Thunderbird" ), while the 
last song on the album ropes in a fermenting Blur 
sample as she reels with nostalgia for bad behaviour 
(with gunshots which morph into cash registers). 
We don't discuss it, but I suspect the buccaneering, 
teenaged Maya was rather a handful for her 
mother; it must have been quite a relief to see 
her score an academic place. 

"I went to St Martins, but I was kicking the door 
down - I'd been in LA and I was a real hip hoppy 
person. I was like [affects a look not unlike a wide- 
eyed Alice passing through the looking glass], 'Indie 
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'Rather than talking politics, I feel 
I am politics' 




MIA 
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music! This is crazy!'... learning about Britpop two 
years after it had happened. . . " 

This is my cue to ask about some of the less- 
expected quotations on the record - Jonathan 
Richman and the Pixies. "Hike indie music - 1 just 
don't have a guitar. I have ADD and I can't be 
bothered to learn it this late on in my life. . . " 

It's not that fantastically interesting an 
instrument most of the time, I mutter, but she 
has more important things on her mind. . . 

"I'm a threat to homeland security? For what? 
Like, really- if you really deconstruct my life then 
you're going to know that I came straight out of 
fucking St Martin's, before that I was in a council 
flat, before that I was a tricking refugee, and before 
that I didn't have a tricking dad, so I was not 
connected to the actual revolution, but I was in 
it - as a civilian - and that's really what Arular is. " 

An ionised silence fills the room. "It's OK," she 
announces, "If America don't let me in, I'll just move 
to China." We giggle. I don't suppose it's really 
funny. Her poor unfurnished apartment. 

the great escape 

Among the developments si nee ^ru/ar has been the 
continued rise of what recent Plan B interviewees 
and Kuduru champions Radioclit called 'ghetto pop' 
- music emerging from improvisation, community 
and poverty anywhere from a US ghetto to an 
African township - pop culture forges citizens 
via anthems, with borders no obstacle. Previous 
generations had World Music, which encompassed 
the globe only to lovingly other most of it (what's 
non-World Music?) and romanticised 'the struggle' 
found in folk traditions, making the whole thing 
seem historical, impossible to change. 

Since funk carioca's adoption by hipsters (in no 
small part due to MIA and Diplo's 'Bucky Done Gun') 
there has been a constant carousel of local scenes 
springing into global fashion - paradoxically, 
downloading stupidly danceable (and therefore 
interactive) tracks about personal issues makes for 
a more direct connection between contemporaries. 
Likewise, the profoundly alienating foreign policy 
of the neo-con US government has continued to 
solidify mild gestures of disapproval from the music 
community - sometimes as many as a couple of 
tantrums an album. 

Meanwhile, back in the real world, Kala sees 
MIA raising the game by extending her concept 
to the actual making of the record. It would have 
been easy to copy and paste whatever exotica she 
wanted in hi-tech studio tranquility, but instead of 
importing abstract elements, she chose to export 
herself -thus hearing all the sounds she found and 
scenes she saw in context. As guest MC African Boy 
raps on 'Hustle': "You think it's tough now? Come 
to Africa." 

" I was the first person to come over here - 
to learn the codes of here - and then have the 
opportunity to go back there and make shit, 
y'know? And help people from over there get 



'All you wanna be is a spanner in the 
works, a question mark' 



over here. The third world coming into the first 
world. Even with the thing Radioclit and Diplo and 
we all do, to make it more valid it needed someone 
going out there that actually came from there. 

"I think I've become -rather than talking 
politics, I feel I am politics." 

As befits the very different approach taken in 
making it, Kala is an upshift from its predecessor 
- it may seem more sparse, less textured, but the 
emphasis on precision-tooled low end encompasses 
the metropolitan builds of 'Bamboo Banger' and 
the bustling market of 'Bird Flu', alongside crunk 
arpeggios, almost eski atmospherics and Baltimore 
Casio brass hustle, megamixed into a multiculture. 

Thinking about her past documentary work, 
I ask if she's ever thought about documenting the 
process. Turns out she's documented all of it. 

"I just haven't cut it properly- 1 mean, I have 
1 years of shit: when it was an exhibition, a 
documentary, when I was in Sri Lanka, when I was 
with Justine, Bobby Gillespie and all these people, 
and me telling them, going [adopts a moderately 
dorky/'youthfully exuberant' voice] 'I think I'm going 
to make this film, and it's going to be called MIA 
and being really optimistic about pulling that off. . . 
Meeting the Tamil Tigers, all this sort of stuff. . .It all 
adds to it." 

She's contemplating a label to further feed 
through some of the artists she's met. "There will be 
another level to this, " she promises, "where those 
ghetto kids get directly in touch..." 

It sounds almost like a threat. I can't wait. 

where were you in '92? 

My first problem with treating Kala as the 'personal' 
album is how condescending that is to Maya's 
mother -OK, so she didn't flirt with party politics, 
but it seems to me raising a kid is one of the most 
political things you could ever do. "It is! Why don't 
people understand that? That's why I did it. Every 
time I come to London and see these single mums 
come out of their work at eight in the evening - and 
then they have to go and pick their kids up - looking 
really drab and miserable. . . 

"My mum's story was a lot crazier than that 
'cause she thought she was going to marry an 
engineer-she accidentally married a revolutionary." 
She must be quite cynical about that stuff now, 
in terms of what it did to her family. "Totally. She 
hates it - stuck with three kids in the middle of the 
warzone - brought them here, worked in Tesco to 
bring them up..." 

My second objection is that her lyrics have 
always been as personal as political -Arularwas, 
famously, an open letter to its namesake. And so, 
'Amazon' might tell the story of a hostage falling 
prey to Stockholm Syndrome, but the line "It's OKI 
You forgot me" couldn't be any more raw -and 
'Fire Fire' celebrates getting wild to the bogle and 
Timbaland but carries a defiant disclaimer: " You 
shoulda kept your eye on me/Then I wouldn't get 
so rowdy rowdy." 



These words are multi-functional - working 
equally as well on a protest march as a dance floor, 
an interpersonal address as a headline, flickering 
with artful ambiguity. Political music is littered with 
slogans that provided a rallying point -the closest 
MIA had come to summarising her convictions was 
Arular's 'Pull Up The People'. But the title of this 
article is taken from The Turn', a dubby ballad. And 
the full lyric seems to me the point at which finally 
confirms the impossibility of framing MIA, Maya or 
Mathangi in one attitude: "The war in me," she 
sings, " Makes me a warrior. " 

And so, maybe the media got it half-right 
(by accident). Straight-up didactic art lectures, 
patronises, alienates, and is always outflanked in 
the information age. Anyway, seduction is a better 
tactic than confrontation - witness corporations 
and governments alike doing all they can to 
humanise themselves, advertise emotions, fake 
a connection. Coolness has been our religion since 
the Sixties, and all it generally entails is caring more 
what yr peers think than yr elders. Making it cool 
to care about a world overseas and under MySpace 
would be a seismic manoeuvre. Anyway, all 
contemporary artists can do is mix signals: starting 
a debate rather than making a point. 

"Yeah, all you wanna be is a spanner in the 
works, a question mark. All you wanna be is a 
[makes untranscribable noise] - that's really all I ever 
want to do. And next time you make a judgement 
on something like this, remember me in the back 
of your head, how confusing it is. You can't call me 
a terrorist, you can't call me this or that. I'm so many 
fucked-up things." 

Even as a child, she knew her father was a 
guerilla, and it's impossible to wholly parse her 
adventurism from that. If a ruined youth turned 
her off both war and propaganda, the hedonistic 
memoirs and unconventional career choices that 
have filled her art and life make me suspect that, 
although the wild child/earnest artist must have 
spent a lot of time clashing with her reportedly 
conservative mother, growing beyond that has been 
a sometimes painful process of learning what's 
good and bad about both role models, the relations 
of idealism and realism - and attempting to be the 
best composite she can. Rather than the age-old 
one-way rags-to-riches cliche, here's someone who 
continues to continues to move between them, 
mutating like an antibody. "I wanted to be fair, 
because deep down I know that my mum meant 20 
thousand times more to me in my life - in my real life 
-than my dad. My dad was just a myth, y'know..." 

" I'm getting to do something with my life that 
my mum never got to do," she acknowledges, 
someplace between sadness and anger. "She had 
no control over us except that she survived and 
worked so hard to keep us alive. We respected her 
forthat. But she couldn't really discipline me, she 
didn't make me into an accountant like all other 
Sri Lankan mumsdo-you know what I mean? 
I became what I became. " 
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Plan B meets Tall Pony # the caustic Cheltenham and Gloucester duo whose 'I'm Your Boyfriend 
Now' skewered the possessive male psyche and became a Radio One cult favourite 
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A two-piece from Cheltenham, Tall Pony, have just 
released one of my singles of the year, the scathing, 
borderline misogynistic 'I'm Your Boyfriend Now' 
(Cherryade). Over a maliciously atmospheric, post- 
Cabaret Voltaire beat, a dispassionate male spits 
out the ways his new girlfriend has to behave if she 
wants to remain in his good books: "You won't talk 
to any other man/You will learn to stay in more/You 
will wear skirts and dresses/You will not wear jeans 
or anything masculine/I'm your boyfriend now. . . " 
It makes me think of Vivian Stanshall fronting 
Throbbing Gristle: that weirdly provincial English 
nastiness - funny because it's so bleak and 
relentless, because there's no pretence of pretence. 

It's funny the way gallows humour is funny; 
because it gives vent to emotions that otherwise 
could spill over into far nastier expression: violence, 
and worse. You laugh because otherwise you'd 
punch someone. It's funny, the way Sid The Sexist 
was funny in Viz for the longest time, partly because 
it shows its male perpetuator up to be so pathetic 
and controlling, and partly because of its forbidden 
territory. It's far more unsettling than any cuddly 
Newcastle comic book shenanigans, though. 

Humour should always seek to unsettle. Art 
should always be a little embarrassing. I'm not 
saying that Tony Gage and Paul Towey, the two men 
behind Tall Pony, think or behave in the same way 
that the protagonist in 'I'm Your Boyfriend Now' 
behaves. But clearly they understand the way he 
feels: the song rings too true for it to be otherwise. 

"I like to think that 'I'm Your Boyfriend Now' 
walks a tightrope between being just a joke and 
the expurgation of the index of a controlling 
psychopath," says Tony. "If it were just a hateful 
rant it would be one-dimensional. If it went too far 
in the other direction it would be like a Seventies 
comedian talking over a rather cool backing track. 
Bruce Springsteen's songs are achingly sincere, but 
they're achingly sincere about wholesome human 
emotions and sentiments. 'I'm Your Boyfriend 
Now' is achingly sincere about your girlfriend really 
getting on your tits. People will put up with a lot of 
crap so they can have regular sex and don't have to 
be on their own." 

Maybe it's drawn upon Tall Pony's observations 
of the people around them? Certainly it seems light 
years away from Brighton, but there again lam 
aware that I exist in a rarefied clime - and that 
misogyny lurks everywhere. How's Cheltenham? 

"Cheltenham is a bit posh," the vocalist smirks. 
"Paul lives in Cheltenham and I live in Gloucester. 
In Cheltenham you could wear a blazer into town 
on Saturday and it would be the norm. In Gloucester 
you could wear the grey jogging pants you just slept 
in and be dribbling food down your T-shirt and no 
one would bat an eyelid. I always get changed 
before I go to Cheltenham - I'd feel like a loser 
wearing my Silver Shadow trainers and trousers 
with paint on them. 

"I live quite near the centre of Gloucester," he 
adds. "When I walk down the street I see blood on 
the pavement, birds eating human vomit, people 
with psychiatric disorders trying not to step on the 
cracks in the pavement and smack-heads dealing in 
broad daylight. It's not Utopia. Maybe I should move 
to Cheltenham." 

Paul and Tony have been in bands, together 
and separately, since 1981; Paul tells me about them 
in copious detail -Grenade, Radioactive Sparrow, 
Dropping Acid, Squinty Doaty, Haver. . .Tall Pony 
first met at Cheltenham Art College where both 
members were doing their foundation course: 
they re-formed local band Ha-Ha The Electorate 
(originally featuring Tony and fellow student Richard 
Bowers) to include Paul, having bonded over a love 
of Nick Cave's From Here To Eternity. They then 
parted ways for a while. 

" In 1 993 I asked Tony to work on some 
recordings with me," recalls Paul. "We'd post 



each other lyrics. These became nastier and nastier. 
Since Ha-Ha The Electorate, I've been swearing in 
songs - and still think that a carefully placed volley 
of expletives can add extra volts to a performance. 
I can't understand songs of pain that avoid using 
coarse language, because then you're editing your 
emotions. So many of the songs I've written about 
women I've been out with contain phrases like 
'fucking liar' or 'contaminated despicable slag'. . . " 

The pair would occasionally meet up at Paul's 
house to work on the songs - which Paul would 
complete later. 'I'm Your Boyfriend Now' came from 
the first session. 

"I can remember sitting on a sofa downstairs 
listening to Tony speaking the vocal, " he states, 
"and knowing I'd have to be careful not to fuck 
up this track because the performance demanded 
a good job. We did two more sessions like this, 
in 1994and 1995, and built up over 30 tracks." 

Over a decade later, 'I'm Your Boyfriend Now' 
has become a cult hit. In September 2006, Paul 
decided to catalogue the Tall Pony material, and 
still taken with the song, he decided to send it off 
to Radio 1 's Huw Stephens. Huw loved it. 

"The application form required a band name," 
Paul explains. "Our previous one [Hate Machine] 
was taken. Itwasn'tagreatjourneytocomeup 
with Tall Pony, from Paul and Tony. I love the name 
because it gives no indication about the type of 
music. For the cover, I bought a brass horse from 
a junk shop, sawed the legs off and extended them 
with nails and then painted it. Tony made some 
scenery and his sister photographed it for us. " 

'I'm Your Boyfriend Now' is backed by the 
slightly obvious anti-war, Fall-influenced thud of 



'"I Hate Your Family' was also a derivation from 
the Grace Jones song, 'Private Life'. I wrote the lyrics 
and then Paul changed them to make them less 
traceable. We took out the line, 'You think you're 
a nice person but you're just a shit' so that the song 
would be more likely to be played on the radio. " 

"When I was a kid, about 11," recalls Paul, 
" records were things girls bought. I was interested 
in football and war and cars. I would watch Top 
Of The Pops to laugh at my sister. When I started 
secondary school, I didn't own a record, but other 
people were talking about music. In a totally 
unemotional way, I decided to buy my first album, 
Sgt Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band, in January 
1977. That's how out of touch I was. 

"But then I exploded - 1 was buying other 
great albums, borrowing cassettes, buying the 
A/MFand listening to John Peel. I was learning 
about Stockhausen and concrete music, which I saw 
being similar to the stuff I made on my own tape 
recorders. I went through a stage of buying albums 
with the weirdest covers or fewest tracks by bands 
none of my friends had heard of. 

"I'm influenced by attitude as much as music. 
I love the idea of The Stranglers as much as I like 
their early singles. I love those stories about old 
Delta bluesmen who played 1 3-bar blues and didn't 
keep to a structure, they just played, sang and felt 
it- and I believe that that allowance to not live by 
strict musical rules adds a magic that cannot be 
recreated with software." 

"I'm 43 now so I was a young teenager when 
punk rock first hit the radio and the tabloids," states 
Tony. "One minute I was in my bedroom listening to 
Alvin Stardust, my sister's boyfriend's Pink Floyd 



'A carefully placed volley of 
expletives can add extra volts to a 
performance' 



'Big Guns', and the even darker and more vitriolic 
'I Hate Your Family'. The latter is a seriously 
unpleasant putdown of an ex-girlfriend (or former 
crush)'s pathetic ambitions and dysfunctional 
family. Over sullen, pounding drums and distorted, 
overloaded amplifiers, Tall Pony sneer, "You think 
you're interesting and unusual/But you're just thick/ 
Your drama studies course is your plan to become 
famous/But you only act well when you lie. . . " 

"Strangely enough," smiles Tony, "the person 
that 'inspired' that song was someone that had 
a paranoid fear that, when they became famous, 
the truth about their past would be revealed in 
tabloid newspapers. Needless to say they are now 
not famous, but have had a baby and found a man 
to home them. Some of the stuff is made up and 
exaggerated to make it worse or better- he didn't 
really break her nose; 
he just punched her in 
the face, etc... 

"The idea for the 
lyrics came from a song 
edited out of The Bad 
Lieutenant," he adds. 
"It was seen to be 
glorifying rape -the 
lyrics were a string of 
insults hurled at each 
member of a family in 
turn. I thought it was 
really funny. 'Your 
mother's a whore and 
your sister's a dyke, your 
father's a faggot, your 
brother's a transvestite. ' 



albums and Geoff Love Plays Big Bond Movie 
Themes, the next I was listening to songs about 
abortion, hatred, sex, fighting and puke -The 
Stranglers, Buzzcocks, The Sex Pistols, The Clash, 
Motorhead, The Specials, PiL - and there was loads 
of swearing too. This was all hugely appealing to 
me. Teenagers need to hear swearing on records. 
" I asked my 20-year-old nephew what kind of 
music 'I'm Your Boyfriend Now' is and he couldn't 
put it in a category. I'd like to think that this is 
because Paul and me don't follow what the latest 
bands sound like. We're too old. Even if we tried we 
still wouldn't get it. There are a couple of Kasabian 
songs I like, and I think Keane are fairly clever, but 
those bands are probably out-of-date now. I don't 
know. I've just been watching Glastonbury, mostly 
on fast-forward. Lads with guitars! " 





morning 
better last 

Words: Hannah Gregory 
Photography: Cat Stevens 





I was not expecting this. 

You're stranded on a desert island, hearing voices like harp 
strings pricked by long fingertips, or like chimes, stroked by the 
moonlit eve's breeze; floating snatches of dreams; calypso drones 
swaying like sea-shanties, guitars like steel drums. Beyond that, 
there are chimes, and - 1 think- violins. Then, shhhh, a conch's 
roaring inside, and boomf! as percussion turns to rickety clunks, 
an impromptu shift t'wards punk-funk potential - and a male 
voice announcing something like. . .SOUL. 

The disc skips along. You are met only by more confusion: by 
the wayfaring, all-caring, happily odd Dirty Projectors, and their 
ship full of surprises. 

You will not be expecting this. 

What and where is the SOUL of your music? 

" Maybe if you had to locate it in a single place, it would be 
in the middle-eight of the song 'Beautiful Day,' by U2. 1 always 
imagine a spinning Google Earth satellite map of the globe as 
Bono sings, 'See China right in front of you/See the oil fields at 
first light'. That's where the soul of Dirty Projectors is. " 

Just to clarify, Dirty Projectors sound nothing - but nothing - 
like U2. Yet their music's soul - however intricate, un-concrete, 
divided - resides, it seems, in the realms of pop. Because even 
if we like to pretend that experimentation is where we've always 
belonged, pop is where we began. David Longstreth, Dirty 
Projectors' main man, is interested in none of this pretending. 
His free-fall dream-catch microcosms of maxed-out here-sound's 
SOUL is located, quite naturally, in the middle eight of U2's 
'Beautiful Day', a song that (tries to) spin the world into sunshine 
and summons those euphoric adjectives probably best avoided 
here, and that's just perfect. Where else would you find it? 

Well, you could look over here: "Hlor u fang axaxaxas mid". 
These are the five peculiar words at the top of Dirty Projectors' 
MySpace page. 

"Literally and literarily, it means something like, 'Onward, 
beyond the up-streaming, it mooned'. It's from a Jorge Luis 
Borges story called 'Tlon, Uqbar, Orbis Tertius' - or something like 
that," Longstreth explains. "Basically, it's like, 'The moon rose 
above the river' in some imaginary language-the invented 
international language, Esperanto. I want to live inside Borges' 
mind. In fact I hope that my entire life is just a daydream that he 
is having as he drinks his morning coffee." 

I was going to suggest you look in the sounds of chaotic 
collectives -Animal Collective's weirdness and wonder, say, or the 
jubilance of Architecture In Helsinki - because live, Dirty Projectors 
occasionally splurge into multi-membered madness. That you 
should journey towards the spiritual experimentations of Sun Ra, 
head back towards Brian Wilson. But that would be too simple. 

Open your ears instead to songs in the key of 20th Century 
Argentinian writers whose stories spiral into never-endings, finish 
in their beginnings, extend forever and ever and amen into micro- 
narratives of maximal myth. The one referred to here speaks of 
imaginary regions, an article of "rigorous prose but fundamental 
vagueness", in which reference points are "nebulous"; "rivers 
and craters and mountain ranges", and wild horses procreating. 

Plot that between U2 and Brian Wilson on your reference map 
coordinates. This is the best comparison to the Dirty Projectors' 
music you'll find. This is why, when I made those first notes upon 
hearing the first strains of 'What I See', from the Dirty Projectors' 
latest (and, already, fifth) album, Rise Above (out on Rough 
Trade), I fell curiously head over heels with the conundrum of 
the cacophony. Nothing to do with closet U2 listening. 



All aboard the good ship Dirty 
Projectors for a voyage full of 
salamanders, cicadas, imaginary 
language and exotic soul music 




It seems Mr Longstreth has long been caught up in such 
fantastical worlds, where tiny creatures give worldly truths, like 
'The Crab That Played With The Sea' and 'The Butterfly That 
Stamped' in Kipling's Just So Stories: 

" I was once with my mom in a part of Yellowstone National 
Park where there had been a forest fire the previous year, " he 
recalls. " Everything was black from ash: the tree stumps, the 
fallen trees, the dirt under my feet, and the big rock next to me, 
beneath which a salamander suddenly appeared. The salamander 
was black too. I was confused about why it should be black: it 
couldn't have burned too, or else it would be dead, I thought. " 

For the videos created to accompany 2005's The Getty 
Address - an animated concept opera, no less - David casts 
himself as minstrel-slash-matrix character called Don Henley, 
battling samurai warriors and an octopus to a backdrop of wing- 
batting beasts: Hokusai cicadas in kimonos, baby birds in autumn 
trees, storks streaming along the highway. The frames flicker by 
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'I want to live inside 
Jorge Luis Borges' 
mind' 



like visions of a blossom-sprinkled concrete now, capturing the 
spirit of the band more eloquently than any words could spell. 

After The Getty Address, came an EP, 'New Attitude', released 
the following year. The type of music you might strike off as 
hippy-shit if you didn't give it half a chance, you now realise, 
enlightened, Dali would dance to this! 

Given geographical illogistics, I didn't get to meet or make 
any first-hand impressions of the band. I have it on good word, 
though, that live, the girls - smart and petite - flank Dave's vocals 
like official functionaries. They close their eyes and coast long, 
pure notes. Hazy shapes climb up and down, instrumentals are 
as variable as the swarms and scatters of faces in the crowd. 

Angel, at 1 9, is the youngest, the most extroverted, and the 
first up in the morning on tour. Amber is her counterpart, the 
guitar to her bass, a dreamer drawn to the spiritual and the 
sceptical. She grew up singing mainstream r'n'b, and did Star 
Search for a while, but quit and got into 'weird music', because 
she didn't like being told what to sing. Brian, the drummer, 
is a molecular biologist by day, who grows protein colonies, 
sequences DNA and listens to Melvins. It was David that collected 
these members from various corners of the US, and brought them 
to New York, where the band are now based. He plays the guitar 
live, and I think he would have been funny in the flesh. "No one 
talks to me after the shows," he writes. "I don't know why." 

At their recent show at Brighton's The Hope, kicking_k asks, 
"Is it a conflux of exotica we haven't heard before or something 
really, really new? Uh, what's the difference?" 

What's so good about the new, the avant-garde, anyway? 

"It's interesting," Laurie Anderson once replied to an awkward 
interviewer. And what is so good about interesting? "Well - 
interesting is, y'know- it's like... being awake." 

At which point we stumble to somewhere near the place of 
the transcendent adjectives we've been trying to avoid: the Dirty 
Projectors sound like morning, unexpected. 
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l-r: Ryan Waste, Landphil, Tony Foresta (upside down) and Cave Witte 




BEEi P&ESSU'dE 

'Wear the man-tits proud!' Thrash reanimators and renowned party monsters Municipal Waste 
take time out from booze # boobs and toxic gore to offer Plan B some friendly advice 



Words: Joseph Stannard 

Photography: Andy Whitton 



"We love partying, we're very serious about that, " 
affirms Ryan Waste, guitarist/vocalist/hairy hottie 
with Richmond, Virginia thrash reanimators 
Municipal Waste. "We're serious about the music. 
And we're serious about the pay cheque, hahaha ! 
We're serious about fun. How about that? " 

Municipal Waste are perhaps the third or fourth 
best thing next to death in terms of escaping the 
sickening realities of life. For all its communal 
nature, partying is a form of denial, inevitably so, 
because what is there to party about when one 
takes into account the constant bomb threat 
modern life has become? Partying is about denying 
the reality you've been handed and creating your 
own, a responsibility-free zone. Selfish? You bet. 
It isn't party for your right to fight, as Public Enemy 
once detourned their labelmates, Beastie Boys. It's 
party for your right to party. Harder than ever. 

So as the world gets shiftier, the grimily 
hedonistic hi-energy buzz of thrash metal is 
understandably enjoying a criticial and commercial 
resurgence. The surprise about this revival is that it 
seems to be throwing up a few bands who sound 
vital and venomous enough to survive the fickle 
attentions of the music media. Nottingham's 
Earache have smartly bagged three prime movers; 
Huddersfield's Evile, Merseyside's awesome SSS 
and the big bros of them all, Municipal Waste. The 
latter's three full-length albums to date, Waste 'Em 
All (2003), Hazardous Mutation (2005) and the new 
The Art Of Partying may bring to mind the spotty, 
split-ended Metallica that recorded Kill 'Em All, the 
DRI that unleashed Dealing With It and Crossover 
and especially the Exodus of Bonded By Blood, 
Pleasures Of The Flesh and Fabulous Disaster, but 
they hardly sound like a tired, money-minded re-run 
of something that worked better 20 years ago. And 
in person, they seem 1 00 per cent sincere - these 
dudes shit metal, which is probably uncomfortable, 
but they seem happy enough, considering. 

"I think metal got pushed over the edge," says 
vocalist Tony 'Guardrail' Foresta. "Like, in the past 
five to 1 years, it got shitty, and then it got shiftier, 
now you got dudes dressed as girls wearing f uckin' 
make-up playing fuckin' screamy breakdowns, and 
all these people who grew up listening to Priest and 
Slayer look at it and it's like, 'What is this bullshit?'" 

"I think a lot of those bands, it's just kind of 
accepted that you write lyrics about violence 
and dark imagery," states bassist/vocalist Philip 
'LandPHIL'Hall. "They're just like, 'OK, whatever...' 
and just pump out a bunch of lyrics. It's just kind of 
accepted if you have a death metal band then you 
write about gore, y'know?" 

"The funny thing is," continues Ryan, "when 
we write about gore, people just laugh. Ourshit's 
gory as hell ! If you read the lyrics it's like, 'Damn, 
that's kind of negative!' But everyone's laughing 
about it, because we're just having fun with it. " 

At this point in the interview, I think about 
what I've heard from other music journalists about 
Municipal Waste. Apparently, some interviewers 



have found the band hard work, too boorish for 
their delicate sensibilities, too keen to proselytise 
on the joys of cheap terror, good beer and nice 
tits. I can see why some might find all this a little 
lowbrow for their tastes. But let's look again at 
that list: cheap terror, good beer, nice tits. What's 
the problem here? 

So what films inspire the lurid goo-spattered 
vistas of Municipal Waste songs? 

Tony: "RepoMan." 

Ryan: "We sample that on one of our old 
records. It's a classic." 

Have you seen Tarantino and Rodriguez's 
Grindhouse double feature yet? 

Ryan: "I like 'Planet Terror', the first half of it. 
That one smokes the other one. " 

Tony: " I think the second one, the Tarantino one, 
could have been edited by about 20 minutes. " 

Ryan: "The dialogue was just annoying. It's a 
man writing women's dialogue and he didn't know 
what the fuck he was talking about. The first one 
wasjustsooverthetop. If we could make a Waste 
video that looked Wke Planet Terror... \ mean, the 
toxic element's there." 

LandPHIL: "Lots of green, lots of gore and 
hot chicks!" 



that they did a sequel to it. . .so it's like a sequel of 
a sequel, hahaha!" 

Ryan: "And you forget it's about a leprechaun, 
man, it's just like a hood movie or a gangster movie. 
But then it's like, 'Woah, a little leprechaun! And he 
killed somebody!' Hahahaha!" 

Given your collective interest in cinema, what are 
the chances of a Municipal Waste feature film? 

Tony: "I was talking to Ryan about that a little 
while ago, I said, 'I just think we should write a 
fuckin' script!' It would be awesome." 

Ryan: "We might work with [infamous Troma 
founder and cheapo filmmaker extraordinaire] Lloyd 
Kaufman for a video. He's interested." 

Tony: "There won't be any CGI in that shit! 
Hahahaha! 'We got ketchup...' Hahahahaha!" 

LandPHIL: "Man, the cornier the better when it 
comes to special effects. To see Tony rip out his guts, 
even if it looked bad, it would still be so badass. " 

Tony: "I'll rip out yourguts! Hahahahaha!" 

Something at this point -can't quite recall what 
- leads me to believe that it would be a good idea 
to admit that, as a teenager, I used to repeatedly 
masturbate to Stuart Gordon's supremely trashy 
1 988 Lovecraft adaptation, From Beyond. Whatever 
the reason, it does seem to steer the conversation 



'You know it's good if there are tits 
in the first or second scene. That's 
a horror movie rule' -Ryan waste 



Ryan: "Choice use of cursing like in old Seventies 
movies... 'Shee-it!' Hahaha!" 

Dave Witte: "Those dudes are in love with the 
original ideas, the history. Which is kind of close to 
what we're doing. Everything has been manipulated 
and bastardised, but we go to the roots of it. A lot of 
people don't recognise the start - it gets lost. Then 
the bands get shitty. It's all cycles. " 

Drummer Dave Witte (ex-Discordance Axis/Burnt 
By The Sun) is vaguely reminiscent of Jeff Bridges' 
character The Dude from the Coen Brothers' The Big 
Lebowski. His manner is laidback yet authoritative, 
and he clearly commands respect from the rest of 
the Waste. However, his attempt at steering the 
interview towards music is only partly successful. 

Ryan: "We wrote a song about The Thing. 
'Blood Hunger' on Waste 'Em All is about Blood 
Diner, a bad movie that I just can't stop watching." 

LandPHIL: " Leprechaun In The Hood." 

Urn . . .what's that about? 

Ryan: "A leprechaun's in the hood and he's 
hanging out with rappers, he's doing bong hits 
and he kills someone with a bong, he gets locked 
in the fridge and he just smokes weed ..." 

Tony: "They did Leprechaun In The Hood as part 
five of the Leprechaun series and it was so popular 



towards tits, as planned. Result! 

Tony: " He jerked off to From Beyondl 
Hahahaha!" 

LandPHIL: "Did you ever masturbate to Basket 
Case 21" 

To Basket Case 2? No. Never seen it. 

LandPHIL: " Horror movies were where I saw my 
first titties as a kid." 

Ryan: "You know it's good if there are tits in the 
first or second scene. That's a horror rule. " 

Tony: "Our next video's gonna have tits. I insisted 
on it." 

I think I'm growing my own right now. It's a bit of 
a worry, really. 

Tony: "Hey we've been in Europe, man. That 
beer's thick, dude! It's killer." 

LandPHIL: "We saw this band in Australia and all 
of us were like, 'Woah ! ' This one dude was playing 
bass and he had the biggest tits I've ever seen on 
a dude. Everybody in the audience was like, 'Look 
at the tit meat!'" 

Tony: "But he didn't give a fuck, man, he took 
off his shirt and he had man-tits. Wear the man-tits 
proud. Juggle 'em out, man ! Show 'em what you 
can do with those things. " 

Thanks, Tony. I will. 
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'€i|rc^t' guitar goddess Marnie Stern works to her pwnmles # incandescent with furious posjtfvity 

*- 5 "ancTspurred on by art # history and Triend$hip?She rocks', and we love her 
■ _ *~ - - ■■""'■ 



& #i 



* 




- 






4 






■ jL '* '■ 



Truly ama2rn.g-mgsic can sometimes be hard to 
write about. A song that causes a catch in the 
thfpat, a_riff that tffakes^ou feel as though the 
world is yours, a handful of lyrjcsihat contain 
an entire universe... What are yotfsupRos'ed 
to do with that shit 1 ? Tie it all up in some 
handy summary and attempt to seNrHike 
a copywriter? Place yourself centre stage and 
, pretend it really was created for you alone T like 

-l , anyone cares? Locate it within a theoretical 
f rarnework ybu half-remember from your 
university days? Describe the Pavlovian way 
you bounce your knee when you hear it? 
Some stuff is damn near writer-proof. 
The music of New York guitarist and songwriter 

\*+\ Marnie Sltern is particularly resistant to the,- ■' 
advances of music journalists. I know at least 
two people who have attempted to review her 
album In Advance Of The Broken Arm and both 
almost succumbed to a kind of Lovecraftian / 
multidimensional madness. It isn't just that it's, y 1 
often crazily complex, knitted out of wayward 
threads of drums, guitar and vocals which, 
quickly congeal around the listener like a DMT ■, 
trick of the mind. It's also the fact the musical, i, 
contains its own internal commentary in the s 
form of Mamie's lyrics. 

Much has been made of her references to 
fanadian pianist, composer and conductor 
' , Glenn Gould's Solitude Trilogy in 'Patterns Of\ 
A Diamond Ceiling' and yes, this is unexpected, 
but Stern's music doesn't really need to trade 
on its erudition to startle. It's incandescent 
v^th furious positivity. And lyrically, yes, it's 
erformously perceptive: the listener often finds 
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hisor herself thiH^ing^'IAh^she'scloindth/s", - 
just as Marnie herselfwill state, "Yes, l"m doing 
. thi$. I kndW. And1 know you know too." 

vibrational match ** — I T [ I 

Marnie Stern is fun to talk to. She's serious 
■ yet infectiously enthusiasticabout her art, 
her voice leaping a couple of octaves when 
describing her amazement atjust how well 
life is going for her right now. She laughs a lot, 
and she owns a small dog called Fig. 

"I always felt an impulse towards music. 
I guess most people do. I tpok two guitar 
lessons when I was 1 5 and then for. years 
I just knew a couple of chords and I would 
play aVound, but nothing really serious. Then , 
I just decided that I wanted take it seriously, 
so I started practising'every day, when I was 
around 21 -every day for about four or five 
hours. Then I graduated frpm.an acoustic to 
an electric and a nicer electric, and I just kept 
progressing. I started getting into more _,_ 
underground, relatively obscure music, and 
my songwriting sort of developed from there." 



" It wasji't until I started taking it serioYisly / 
that I started digging around and trying to find 
stuff. I was listening to the outer tier of indie 
rock, and then in around '99, 2000 that xplosion-, 
happened With all of those gr^eat bands in 
Brooklyn. I was living in New York and I heard 
[California neo-prog math noodlers] Hella, and 
was completely blown away. Hella had a huge, 
hue 

I knew tfiat there was'something else to it and 
I absolutely fell in love with it and listened to it 
over and over and over again »a 

"'Before, the song structures I had were 
. pretty basic, y'know, verse-chorus-verse-chorus, 
but the musicianship was so terrific in these^ 
bands that I was listening-to that then I started * 
to focus on different kinds of structures." I 

Your music isn't just complexthough. It's 
highly melodic. How did you develop that ear 
formelody? 

"I thihkthe melody is ingrained into my 
bories. Melody is so based in every song you . " 
hear, tRaTI cc*uld stop now, never listen to 
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my songwriting sort of developed from there." a melodic song again and it would still be so 

What music did you listen to when you ^JL ■ ingrained within me that it Would come out in 

started to play? ^ '. the music. Automatic. Melody also helps songs 

"Oh, just the radio. This Was before the become emotive, and that's-something that 

internet was really popular, so I cpdn't have I've been trying so long to convey." 

any access. I grew up in New York, and New What kind of pop lodged itself into your 

York radio is notoriously terrible. So there subconscious? *' 

were no good stations, my family wasn't 1 . l "Well, Bruce Springsteen and Talking Heads 

really into music that much -usually when are influences. My mum listened to a lot of 

you grow up you have someone's older brother classic rock when I was growing up'„so I listened 

or sister who says, 'Listen to this,' but I didn't to that. Also my best friend, Bella Foster ,.. l - 

havethat. *■■ ' [the artist responsible/or the cover art of x 
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'I feel this immense pressure on 
myself to get better, get better, 
get better' 



"sharing all of our ideas with each other. That, 
I wc^ctegy, has 90 per cent to do with what 
"m/ sounds like^ow." 



keep on, keep at it 

Qrieof the many wonderful things about 
t Ma rnie Stern is that, unlike many of her art- 
• damaged NYC contemporaries, her music is 
n* cjearly the product of conceptual thought, 
yetneversuff^atinfjly'so.lt drags the listener 
along with sp much enthusiasm it's impossible 
, -and ultimately self-eleTeating% to resist. It 
can teach you stuff, show you magicj|kks, 
introduce you to a world you never thought 
existed. It's like the smartest, most beautiful 
. best friend you could ever imagine. 

"Because Bella is a painter, every Friday we 
would go to the museum, and we would go to 
art openings. I read this entire art and theory 
^ textbook from wften she was at college that 
, J was like 1,500 pages long, so that I could 
understand, have a better idea. That had 
a huge influence as well." ^ 

How do these influences manifest 
themselves in your music?' 



other. That, of a lineage that I wanna carry on. It helps me 

with what ' to be more of a-risk-^taker, because you can get • 
so caught up in your timeand your group and 
your contemporaries and all- of that stuff, and 
] it sort of unleasheoljne to be able to feel I could 
js about do whatever I want." 

of her art- B ut do you ever feel overwhelmed by tha--^ 

er music is endless possibilities? 

thought, "No, that makes me feel better than \, 

s the listener anything. It's when I feel pressure, when I start' 
:'s impossible ' thinking smaller, just like, 'Oh well, it should be} 
to resist. It like this or like that', anytime I get caught up irji 

gicj|kks, S that, it's bad." 

er thought """When you compose a song, where do you/ 

t beautiful start? Do you just sit down anfcl play or work 

ie. around ^predetermined theme? 

?ry Friday we "The dancer TwylaTharp did a memoir, 

» would go to- a self-helpish sort of boo% and he referred to, 
and theory sort of, the idea that you should have the spine 

ollege that \_ of an idea with you at all times. So every day 
I could I sit down and play and record sornething, but 

hat had Talways try to have an idea with m^carrying 

^ ' through. Bella and I call each other eyery day. 
fest Every couple of weeks I'll say, 'Oh, I'm kind of 

Qturk'' ^nrl <:hp'll q^\/ 'CuC tnrl^v Onpratinn 



"I like to try and get into the mind of all 
of these different people, absorb myself in-, 
different art movements, then try and access^ 
that through playing music. The history of 
everything helps me a lot and makes me feel ^ 
inspired to keep going. Because when you're '• 
reading and thinking about the past and all 
the people who weremaking art and doing ^ 
stuff... I don't know, it really makes me feel s 
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stuck',' and she'll say, 'Gk, today... Operation 
Blah Blah BlaMlf it'sjEhe fourth of July she'll- 
say, 'Operation America! Let's go! Sit down 
and do what America means to you'. When i*'s 
a tiny little mini-project,-then it becomes fun:" 

I mention that, as well as keeping up 
a constant commentary on the music she's 
playing, Stern often seems to be willing herself 
onwarp and upward: "Keep On/Keep At it" 
('G ra o<ef ru \t')^J&ffe^d7ciold and $nirit/l'm near 



Come on be strong" ('Precious Metal') "I'm 
a contender/Never surrender" ('Put All- Your 
Eggs In One Basket And Then Watch That 
Basket'). The trjeme of self-motivation is 
important toybu, isn't it? 

"Yeah, cfBsolutely, that's a huge current 
running through the'whole thing. I think it's 
much more difficult to be positive. You can get 
-f narrated so easi ly with the day-to-day stuff 
tnat weighs you down. So, for me, the music, 
doing it every day, because I was ploughing 
away for years and I wasn't pari: of any music . 
scene or group of people. ..I was completely 
on my own. I was positive no one was ever 
gonna hear it, and I didn't care about that. 
■ "So the motivation thing, yep. Bie)-, big, 
big time. Especially in New York where . / 
everything is extremely competitive and 
when you go out people are constantly like, ' 
'Oh, what do you do?' There's a lot of pressure 
and cynicism. 1/ 

"I like reading a lot of metaphysical stuff 
and putting myself into other people's shoes 
- 1 really like reading biographies, I read 
a whole bunch of presidential biographies 
-which makes you feel connected and 
hopeful and happy to be alive. I don't know 
if those things are traditionally connected 
" to rock'n'roll, but that makes music much 
more fun for me." 

Do you find it hard work to stay positive? 

"It's really, really hard. And the craziest part, 
I &ent my demo into the label [kill rock stars] 
and thev hand out demos and CDs to all the 
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marnie stern 




'I like to try and get into the mind of all of these different 
people, absorb myself in different art movements, then 
try and access that through playing music' 



bands that come through, so Hella came through 
and they gave a copy to them and Zach [Hill, Hella 
drummer and Marnie Stern's chief collaborator] 
called and said, 'I'd like to work on your record with 
you'. Can you imagine, your favourite band? And 
you get a phone call? I really can't tell you... That 
was it, I could've stopped right there. Then the great 
part is that when he produced the record, we both 
had the same ideas of what the record should be 
like. He's a very positive person and very, very 
creative, so that ended up working out perfectly. " 

What else were you doing prior to this? What 
was going on in your life during that period? 

" I was working a regular nine-to-five job at an 
advertising company, and everyone there knew 
that I made music. Then someone at myjob said, 
'I feel like you used to be a musician that works 
a dayjob as a secretary and now I feel like you're 
just a secretary.' Oh man, that was like a kick in 
the butt! But I mean, what are the odds? I quit and 
then two months later I got signed to the label ! 
Bella forced me to send my demo into kill rock stars. 
Every day she was like, 'Did you send it? Did you 
send it? Did you send it?' Finally I was like, 'Oh, I'll 
justsendit,OK!'" 

connections/connected 

Is this a quintessential^ American success story? 

Possibly. The tale of Mamie's 'discovery' is 
the kind of nothing-to-something the British are 
predisposed to sneer at, after all. The idea of hard 
graft eliciting anything other than stale, overworked 
nonsense has been widely discredited by UK music 
journalists since the punk era. 'Paying your dues' is 
a bore, who needs it? We want it NOW. Or perhaps 
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we wantto complain about not having it at all. 
Talking to Marnie Stern, you're occasionally struck 
by what a powerful person she is, how steely and 
determined she's had to be to get to this point, 
indeed to have a career in music at all. No, not 
because she's a woman, but because she did it 
without a scene to prop up her ego when times 
were hard. She didn't give up at 26. She fought 
her fucking corner, quietly. Now she's fighting her 
fucking corner, loudly. And she's "really looking 
forward to touring" too. 

I was wondering about how it feels to play such 
complex music live. Do you have to concentrate 
intensely or has it got to the stage where you can 
let yourself go into a kind of trance state? 

"Half and half. Half is intense concentration 
because the parts are complicated and I'm trying 
to sing and play at the same time, but then half of 
me is completely comfortable. When you practise 
something so much your body goes to the part 
naturally. Plus, I've been here [with Zach Hill and 
guitarist Robby Moncrieff in Sacramento, California] 
for a month and we've practised every day, so we're 
getting pretty comfortable." 

Given that it took a few years of practising and 
home recording, did you have an endless store of 
material from which to choose for the album? 

"I had a billion things to choose from but 
because I'm so picky, I whittled it down to those 
songs. I'm just very tough on myself. Also, most 
of the time you go out to see shows and the bands 
are terrible, but there are a handful of bands that 
are so good, and it crushes me. It's inspiring, but 
I also feel this immense pressure on myself to get 
better, get better, get better, and that never seems 



to go away, which I think is good. . .but it's also kind 
of exhausting. I feel tremendously guilty if a day 
goes by and I haven't done something. " 

Marnie Stern's music - complicated, technically 
accomplished, rooted in a constant desire for 
self-improvement-could easily be described as 
progressive rock. I have no problem with that. 
I had a moment of revelation when I was young, 
when I realised that I could listen to whatever the 
fuck I wanted and didn't have to believe what 
anyone said about my tastes. Some people, though, 
might find the association a turn off. They needn't. 
Thanks to its reliance on cheerleader-strength hooks 
and the brevity of its songs, In Advance. .. is as much 
bubblegum explosion as mathematical theorem. 
You can still hate The Revealing Science Of God' 
by Yes while loving 'Every Single Line Means 
Something', the same way that appreciation of 
Joanna Newsom's Ys doesn't require a working 
knowledge of Gentle Giant. 

However, it's undeniable that, like Rush, like 
Yes, like Genesis, Marnie Stern exists at a weird 
angle to rock'n'roll, at odds with its conventions 
of untutored, instinctual cool. Best of all, she's 
willing to admit that. 

" I know there are a lot of people out there who 
gravitate towards the rock thing, like, 'Hey man, 
it's rock'n'roll, let's just play and who cares if we 
know what we're doing, it's fun, let'sjustgetup 
there'. I can't relate to that at all. The work ethic 
is so important to me, and trying to do the very best 
you can is so important to me. So that kind of stuff, 
it's just a totally different world. If you wanna have 
fun and get together, that's cool. I don't have 
anything against it. I just can't relate to it. " 




kid attack 

Words: Miss AMP 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Hadouken! 

London ULU 

It's time to hang up the disco dancing shoes. 
I've never ever felt that before, but fuck it. 
Hadouken ! showed me my music hack P45, 
and I'm taking it in hand, and heading off to 
wherever it is underground music hacks go when 
they die, aka The Sunday Times or some shit. 

Here's how it went down. For starters, the 
bouncer on the door called me 'Ma'am'. HOLY 
FUCK. Who knows why? I wasn't dressed too 
'ma'am'-tastic, you know, just my usual array 
of ladylike Fifties threads. Perhaps it was the 
fact that my date for the evening, the estimable 
Mr David McNamee, was actually sporting facial 
hair. Perhaps the formidable combination of his 
beard and my bust set us so far apart from the 
Hadoukenl-loving Year Nine hordes that terms 
like 'sir' and 'ma'am' were the only acceptable 
epithets for a duo as sophisticated as we. 

I false-comforted myself with these thoughts 
all the way up the University of London Union 



staircase, until I walked through the doors and 
walked crash bang wallop into an actual 12-year- 
old (we asked). Like, ew. I can just about handle 
the gigs I attend teeming with teenagers; indeed, 
that's the way it should be, but 'tweens? 'Tweens 
can just fuck right off: or rather, /should. And shall. 
But first: Hadouken!. 

Hadouken ! are adored. Hadouken ! , as if you 

The 'tweens don't 
give a damn, massing 
before the stage in 
wave upon wave 
of hormones and 
glowsticks 

didn't know, mix up elements of grime and 
guitar-based indie and the siren sounds of rave 
into a bundle that some call 'grindie' and some 
call bullshit on. They have deliriously chant-able 
lyrics like, "That girl's an Indie Sindy/Lego haircut 
and polka-dot dress/God knows why she thinks 
she's indie/How she's different is anyone's guess". 



They've barely released their first singles ('That Boy 
That Girl'; 'Liquid Lives'), but have already reached 
the stage where frontman James Smith can appear, 
crouching and acne-besplattered, on a poster 
in NME. 

Live, the synths and clattering rhythms of 
their recorded output are buried deep in the 
murky soundmix; and the guitar noise that 
remains means that the scattershot lyrics are also 
subsumed. This strips Hadouken ! of most of the 
weapons in their arsenal, but the 'tweens don't 
give a damn, massing before the stage in wave 
upon wave of hormones and glowsticks, the 
occasional stagediver pinging out of the crowd 
towards the back of the room in a whirl of 
sweat and pheromones, with burly security 
men in hot pursuit. 

"Imagine being there," I say, motioning with 
manicured hand towards the teeming teening 
moshpit. " 1 5 years old, glowstick in hand, on 
your first ever pill, with all that excitement rushing 
through you." 

"Yeah," said McNamee. "But we're not. And 
we never will be." 

And with that, we put on our coats, took 
our P45s in hand, and left. 



CocoRosie 

Anson Rooms, Bristol 



We've long suspected as much, but 
CocoRosie circa 2007 are a//aboutthe 
hip hop. And while the occasional face- 
clawing embarrassment of Sierra and Bianca 
Casady's rapper aspirations don't always sit 
well with their delicate, bruised outpourings, 
their Bjork-born-in-the-Forties wyrdness, it's 
beginning to make perfect sense. 

The real shame should belong to Mark 
Ronson etal, though: if two American sisters 
can create the cover of the year from the 
mere raw materials of Akon, then what the 
nuts have you been playing at? 'I Wanna 
Love You' (ahem, read: "fuck you"), Eamon/ 
Frankee reply stylee, turns a sexual 



misdemeanour lawsuit into a thing of true 
beauty. Concluding with 'By Your Side' and 
heartbreaking 'Werewolves', no stagecraft is 
even necessary. Because remarkable music 
stands on its own two feet without any 
crutches, pimp limp or otherwise. 
Adam Anonymous 



Fight Like Apes 

London Buffalo Bar 



I hear Fight Like Apes started a band 
because they love earnest indie music but 
couldn't stop larking around long enough to 
actually learn how to write a song properly. 
(Pavement are their surprise superheroes.) 
Some of the time, tonight, I'm wondering if 
these Dublin kids and their comedy karate- 



pop can ever crossover to serious guitar pop 
stardom. The rest of the time, I'm looking at 
the king of the Apes, synths/samples man 
Pockets. He possesses the sweaty allure 
of that guy in the club who looks like he's 
having the best time of his life and his pill 
hasn't even kicked in yet. For a ramshackle 
rendition of future single 'Jake Summers', 
frontlady MayKay trips into the crowd, her 
stringy black hair pasted to her forehead 
like the little Corr sister secretly adopted 
by Courtney Love. After she whips out her 
recorder for a solo, we chant along with the 
nonsense chorus of 'Lend Me Your Face' and 
join in with some impromptu umbrella 
waving in Rihanna homage. 
Anna-Marie Fitzgerald 



Gringo Records 10th 
Anniversary 

The Arts Organisation, Nottingham 



So Nottingham label Gringo throw their 
own birthday bash, in their hometown, to 
celebrate 1 years of happy and riotous 
guitar thrashing. As it's their birthday, much 
beer is clearly called for, bottles swilled in 
celebration like barley water on a tennis 
court, as the bands bounce out their bass- 
heavy riffs. We perspire through our make- 
up; the whiff of boys' sweaty backs and 
barbequed meatfillsthe air. Reynolds 
aren't feelin' summer lovin', though; they say 
they want to make our coccyxes bleed with 
their loud choruses. And even in the June 
heat, such distortion! Souvaris bring synths, 
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don't forget to breathe 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Adam Faraday 

Kimya Dawson 

Hanover Community Centre, Brighton 

So there's a nice, friendly lady up on stage, and 
she's smiling, and she's laughing guiltily when she 
forgets some of the words to her breathless, too- 
many-words-crammed-into-a-lyric songs, and 
there's jacket potatoes with veggie chilli on sale 
at the back of the hall for £1 .50, grapes and Jaffa 
Cakes too (1 Op each), and in among the audience 
are tons of small children seated on their mums' 
and dads' laps, and it's hard to hear the nice lady 
up on stage (not a stage really, more a less crowded 
space) through the whisper and hum of the 
overloaded PA system in this friendly, small, sun-lit 
hall, and Isaac's refusing to stay still, peering over 
his mum's shoulder and making goo-goo eyes 
at the ladies behind and running behind my 
chair to tickle my back, and everyone's very quiet, 
considering, and smiling and full of good cheer. . . 
. . .and the lady is singing about her mum's fear 
of death, and her fear of her mum's fear of death, 
and tears, and worry, and children running around, 



and being treated like an outsider because of 
the way she looks and behaves, embarking into 
a lengthy embarrassing story about being caught 
short in a public lavatory without any toilet paper 
and everyone laughs sympathetically because it's 
that sort of audience, and her guitar sounds all 
frantic and insistent but not as frantic and insistent 
as her vocals that sound like she can't wait to get 
to the end of her song and on to the next, and the 
nice, friendly lady makes everything she's singing 
about sound all cosy and manageable somehow, 
even though obviously some of the time, a lot of 
the time, it isn't, and the small children are quite 
incredibly attentive although if the others are like 
Isaac they're more interested in looking at all the 
other people around them then towards the front 
where all we can see is a small shock of hair, but I'm 
sitting on a tiny wooden children's chair so maybe 
I have a distorted view, and it's lovely to be sat in 
a venue eating potato and drinking 50p cups of 
coffee watching someone sing breathless songs 
intoxicated with their own melodic prowess with 
titles like 'I Like Giants' and Tire Swing' (the one 
about how she's never met a Tobi/Toby that she 
doesn't like; and it's funny how that lyric rings 
so true)... 



...the lady is singing 
about her mum's fear 
of death, and her fear 
of her mum's fear 
of death, and tears, 
and worry... 

. . .and just as you're thinking Isaac may have 
reached his limits of endurance, up steps a couple 
of local musicians to add sweeping cello and 
trembling xylophone unrehearsed accompaniment 
to the nice lady's final few songs, so sweet and 
unexpected that she loses herself mid-lyric, 
explaining laughing thatshe just wants to hear 
what happens next, and although it's hard to 
concentrate with a small son flirting with the mums 
behind and laughing loudly at his books, it's a real 
special feeling being here, part of an elevated 
crowd listening to a real nice, sweet lady singing 
about her life and her baby too, and her relatives 
and surroundings, and feeling briefly, momentarily 
like you're part of something even wider. . . 



party-poppers, a surprise cowbell; Lords 
present some serious shakeouts, and Bilge 
Pump's dual-duelling vocal banter-over- 
drums trick-the sound of stomachs 
squeezed with contained laughter- is 
comic, brilliant, tight, fierce. Not as fierce 
as Part Chimp though, who are heavy as 
a forklift (as we would expect), grizzly guys 
rollicking on into the humid night. 
Hannah Gregory 



Lethal Bizzle 

Barfly, London 



Having spent the last year or so supporting 
the likes of Jack Pehate and Gallows, Lethal 
Bizzle has turned into the spokesperson for 
the regrettable 'grindie', the apex/nadir of 



which must be his guest slot with 
Babyshambles at this years Glastonbury. 
So two crossover attempts get debuted 
tonight, one with Pete Doherty (who doesn't 
show) - Dead Boy, and another - 'Babylon's 
Burning' with Akira The Don (who does). 
Both seem decent, mainly because Bizzle 
pours the energy of 1 00 DTI transmitters 
into his performance and is a shining beacon 
of how awesome someone keenly aware 
of their own exaggerated megalomaniac 
ridiculousness can actually be, but it's hard 
to imagine this new 'commersh' direction 
having much of a lifespan beyond novelty 
status or the benefits of this crossover 
finding their way back to the Bizzle. The 
audience don't look like Barfly regulars and 



seem most interested when he reverts to old 
favourites like proto-grime breakthrough 
'Oi', 'Uh-Oh' orthe inarguable 'Pow!'. 
SunilChauhan 



Cecil Taylor Quartet/ 
Anthony Braxton 

Royal Festival Hall, London 



It s not so much a meeting of spirits, more 
a conflagration of genius. Here's Cecil Taylor, 
skeletal, spry, one of the few people in the 
history of music ever to have done something 
genuinely new. Tonight he's less brutal with 
his keys than reputation dictates: balletic, 
thoughtful, sometimes even tender, 
confounding everyone with his generous 
accompanist's beanie. Tony Oxley is mean, 



stone-faced, upright, listening so hard you 
can feel it: conversing through the ping and 
twang of low-hung drums and cymbals, 
woodblocks and chimes. William Parker, 
ursine, looming, ripping pure arco shrieks 
of agony from his dwarfed double bass, 
gentle, patient in his torturing. And here, 
meeting this reconvened Feel Trio, joining 
Taylor's caravan for the very first time, is 
Anthony Braxton: bespectacled, cardiganed, 
a misplaced Christmas relative, pouring pure 
burning essence down his alto, screaming 
joy, alive in the moment, Mayor of Chicago in 
some perfect City Hall of the mind. It's 260 
combined years of creative fervour fighting 
for survival. You have to listen. 
Daniel Spicer 
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'Farewell' hangs in the air, 

thundercloud-heavy - all 

swirling pressure and 

threats of gravity 






rather ripped 

Words: David McNamee 

Boris Photography: Simon Fernandez 
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Boris/Oxbow present Love's Holiday 

Koko, London 

Man, Eugene Robinson. Reviewing the 
man without giving an analysis of the meaty 
wrecking ball dangling between his thighs 
is almost impossible. It's like a lightning rod 
spearing rightthrough his psyche and erupting 
in a vicious pointthrough his groin. His whole 
body and character seems to pivot around it. 

Oxbow are not appearing. Instead we 
have Love's Holiday: Eugene and his Oxbow 
guitar buddy Niko Wenner. Eugene in a suit 
with his pumping bull testes screaming 
hate-juice through his veins and out through 
his mouth; Eugene and the Same Fucking 
Guitar Riff revolving throughout, like Niko's 
acoustic is compulsively, insistently grinding 
its teeth. 

Eugene's body snaps into faux strongman 
shapes as he flexes and chews on the nastiness 
in his mouth. Every word he sings is scorched 
and stretched, resembling some distant, 
arcane violation of Creole - instantly it's 
searingly uncomfortable. He yanks off his 
jacket, revealing a skimpy, girly tank top 
with those crush-you anaconda muscles 
writhing underneath. 



He'stotallytentpoling it. He has what we 
call asem-Y. 

Eugene is grabbing at his cock, yanking 
it almost through his pants with each howled 
syllable - like he's some grotesque, broken 
racist-caricature doll from the Thirties with a 
tormented voiceboxthat can only be activated 
by yanking the cord between his legs. Eugene 
lets his pants drop to his ankles as he wanders 
around Koko's stage, alternately caressing and 
strangling the 90-degree bulge in hisy-fronts. 

When Eugene introduces the female cellist, 
he mutters about "real art" and getting away 
"from the cock thing"; but he can't help 
but stare right into her as he speaks, absent- 
mindedly stroking himself into the shape 
of a cocked pistol. 

For all of Oxbow's supposed confrontation, 
this display is neither sexual nor sexually 
aggressive. If anything he looks like a lost little 
boy, incapable of pulling up his pants without 
mummy's help. Maybe this is the much lusted- 
after confrontation, but maybe Eugene's just 
doing it to power the fragility in hismusic-the 
vulnerability poisoning this hunk of obsidian, 
the stabbing doubt that stops him from truly 
laying waste. He stares into us and strangles his 



words in screams that can't come out right; 
cock in hand - a coiled, beautiful black mamba, 
hissing along to every word, ready to strike. 

Boris are fucking on fire tonight, but, 
in recollection, details of their set become 
obfuscated by Eugene's cock-wrangling. 
Perhaps competing with the - actually quite 
traditional - rock of headliners Isis, the trio's set 
is largely 2005's f uzzed-up Pink. The opening 
'Farewell' hangs in the air, thundercloud-heavy 
-all swirling pressure and threats of gravity. 
The closing 20-minute 'Just Abandoned Myself 
is a requiem fired through a forcef ield of 
cumulonimbus. Everything rockets along at 
an almost Ramones-y pace and bandleader 
Atsuo does his best Animal from The Muppets 
impression, shrieking and hollering wordless, 
ecstatic mic-less bursts from behind his kit that 
drown out even Takeshi's vocals. 

It was great, but on this audience it's an 
indecipherable mess, lost in translation. Maybe 
if Atsuo had touched the audience with his 
stubby cock he would have elicited more of 
a reaction. Maybe this precious metal is wasted 
in the coffee table metal milieu of Isis. 

I don't care, it was great, and I got you. 

Fuckthem;searme. 
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seismic waves 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 

Pinch Photography: Georgina Cook 

London's dubstep soldiers make a move 
on the US West Coast 

We turn off the road and into what, under cover of 
darkness, looks like fields. There is a big steel gate. 
A man in black comes and opens it for us. About 200 
yards down, we turn left between two warehouses 
and find The Compound. It's small inside. It can 
probably fit around 1 50 people, and the walls are 
draped with black. The booth is in the middle and 
people stand around and behind. New York dub 
musician Badawi is making a live soundtrack to Jan 
Svankmajer's Faust. There are giant bunnies and men 
stealing severed legs from the wreckage of car crashes, 
and Badawi is setting loose vaguely rhythmic growls of 
bass. There are a couple of samples - something about 
'amnesty' and something about grannies. The crowd 
are contemplative, like they're at an art gallery. 

Kode9 comes on and something happens. There's 
an itching pulse now. I find the best bass spot is just 
behind the booth under a speaker hung from the 
ceiling, so I stand there. The sound is crystal. The 
projection screen just says 'Hyperdub' in big white 
light and the desks illuminates 9's face from beneath. 
The bass is a refracting, gravelly pulse, and things start 
moving faster. MCs hit the stage: Juakali, a Brooklyn 
vocalist, his wobbling dreads silhouetted against the 
screen; and MC Child, a British expat, bouncing the 
stage, skanking off a knee injury. About half an hour 
in we're jumping and swirling it goes off when 9 drops 
in the unmistakable intra from the RZA/GZA's '9th 
Chamber', one of the greatest bits of hip hop ever. 
Then he backs off- accepting bathos but not release, 
letting lines skitter and purr. Kode9 is masterful. 

One night later, we're at Jelly's on San Francisco 
bay, and we're surrounded by hippies. Compared to 
grime, dubstep always was kind of hippie, but here it's 
more than just an undercurrent. Ripple, who runs the 
night, is all muscular, while Juju, who plays after him, 
wears a Mohican and has tattoos all over his. They're 
playing the standard tunes, well; but the dancing is 
different- there's all that circling hands in the air trance 
shit. There's some guy dressed as a leprechaun but 
with his eyes painted with red and he's hopping like 
a Morris dancer. 

Pinch comes on and starts of what I think of as his 
underwater stuff; all the sounds move in a slow, liquid 
suspension. Juakali is on fire, hands in the air, dreads 
in the air, dub style talking like no one else I've heard 
on dubstep. Pinch is clever and has energy loose and 
I've been so immersed I've barely noticed how far and 
carefully he's switched the mood. Finally, Distance 
comes on and plays mean bangers, tension up and 
down, and keeps it crunked, his tunes are still big. 
And we bundle off, achy-legged, in cars that disperse 
all around the bay. 




Shadowed Spaces 

Outdoors, Edinburgh 



Pink is bringing the party to Edinburgh 
Castle tonight. Hordes of fake tattoos 
totter up the Royal Mile towards one of the 
most famous skylines in the world, eager 
for the hits. 

But where we are feels very far away. 
Waiting outside the gates of Old Calton 
Cemetery, once the resting place of 
Edinburgh's great and good and now 
a notorious cruising spot, a gathering of 
50 are at their designated meeting point 
to take a little journey. 

Organised by Arika, this year's tour 
takes as its theme the sheltered zones 
ofoureveryday urban environments: 



abandoned, officially disused areas which 
have been left to degrade and rot with the 
passage of time, and consequently become 
hidden places, or those used for secret or 
nefarious ends. 

We find ourselves following a long 
neglected railway line, dense undergrowth 
near concealing the rusted tracks. As we 
approach a tunnel, a high-pitched whine 
shifts towards us, and on entering the 
underpass, we're submerged in the sine 
waves. Moving further down the track, 
we find ourselves in a clearing where NYC 
drummer Sean Meehan is crouched in 
the bracken and thorns, coaxing the most 
delicate of percussive sounds from a cymbal 
and snare. 



And standing on a hillock in the near 
distance, Tamio Shiraishi brandishes his 
saxophone and proceeds to unleash 
a torrent of stop-start phrases, screeches, 
cries and caws. 

Swiftly, the gulls appear overhead, 
diving and soaring and swooping up 
and over and aroundTamio, the gulls 
seemingly mimicking and replying to 
his exhortations. 

A fleet of taxis hurry us across to 
the backside of the West End. On 
scrubland behind the city's Sheraton 
Hotel, with needles and broken bottles 
crunching underfoot, Ikuro and Sean 
perform a delicate duet of drum patterns, 
Sean scraping manipulated kitchen 



forks across the pulled-tight fabric of 
the snare. 

Scurrying back along the carriageway, 
Tamio is waiting for us at the roadside 
as buses and lorries and cars all scream 
and thunder heedlessly past. He is once 
again looking to the skies, blasting 
out wave after wave, constantly 
changing reeds so as to reach ever 
higher velocities. 

The gulls come again once more, 
clamouring and screeching and circling 
overhead. Perhaps it is more their city 
than ours. The world will look and sound 
different now. 

I wish every night was like this. 
Euan Andrews 
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field day festival 

London's psychedelic summer fete, 
featuring Electrelane, FourTet, Caribou, 
Archie Bronson Outfit, Fridge, James 
Yorkston , Mystery Jets, Adem, Gruff Rhys, 
Absentee, Battles, Euros Childs, Bat For 
Lashes, Foals, GoodBooks, Laura Marling, 
1990s, Alberta Cross, PullTiger Tail, 
Metronomy, Fanfarlo and Justice. 
London Victoria Park (August 8) 

acid on the sea 

It's all aboard the Dutch Master for the 
fourth annual acid odyssey on the River 
Thames. On the decks are Modeselektor, 
LukeVibert, CeephaxAcid Krujhe 
Doubtful Guest, and special guests. 
The River Thames (August 10) 

turbo fruits 

Nashville, Tennessee's Turbo Fruits, 
featuring two members of Thurston- 
approved screechers Be Your Own Pet, 
hit the road for a couple of London dates 
and some big stinky corporate festivals. 
London The Metro (August 21), 
London The Old Blue Last (22), Carling 
Weekender: Reading (24), Carling 
Festival: Leeds (25) 

bearsuit 

Bouncy, squealy post-Bis playground 
pop sorts prep their new album, which 
includes songs about, " Bloodthirsty 
gangs of tiny children, getting jiggy with 
dinosaurs, fist-fighting your younger self, 
signing up for intergalactic warfare, the 
colonisation of the solar system " . 
Newcastle Head Of Steam (August 
22), Derby Five Lamps (24), Norwich 
Arts Centre (25) 

palimpsest 

A one-day event dedicated to 
experimental music and outsider 
folk. Acts include KemiallisetYstavat, 
Vibracathedral Orchestra, Richard 
Youngs, Directing Hand, Tight Meat, 
DRO Boat Notchers, Lionshare and Dicky 
Deegan.www.palimpsest-festival.co.uk 
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on tour: mogwai 

Interview: Louis Pattison 
Photography: Brian Sweeney 



All Saint s Church, Cambridge 
(August 25) 

caribou 

Songs about escapism, marriage, and 
passing your maths PhD from Canadian 
beats egghead Dan Snaith and band, 
debuting new album Andorra, his first 
album for City Slang. 
London Bardens Boudoir (September 
5), Manchester Academy 3 (6 w/ 
Architecture In Helsinki), Glasgow 
The Arches (9), London Koko (1 w/ 
Architecture In Helsinki), Sheffield 
Plug (1 1 w/Architecture In Helsinki), 
London Electric Ballroom (1 2 w/The 
Go! Team), Manchester Ritz (1 3 w/The 
Go! Team) 

John foxx 

Electronic pop auteur revives his debut 
post-Ultravox album, plus a six-hour Foxx 
extravaganza at the ICA. 
Isle Of Wight Bestival (September 7), 
London ICA (29), Glasgow Barfly 
(October 4), Manchester Academy 
(5), Birmingham Barfly (6), Brighton 
Barfly (7) 

the jesus and mary chain 



check the guitars are still feeding back 
and offer silent thanks to Sofia Coppola 
at one exclusive UK show. 
London Brixton Academy 
(September 7) 

gallows/lethal bizzle 

Watford hardcore revivalists get their 
snarl on across the UK, with support from 
grindie jester Lethal Bizzle. 
Falmouth Princess Pavilion 
(September 12), Yeovil Ski Lodge (13), 
Newport TJs (14), Stoke On Trent 
Sugarmill (15), Inverness Ironworks 
(17), Dundee Fat Sams (18), 
Middlesbrough Town Hall And Crypt 
(19), Leicester The Charlotte (21), 
Northampton Soundhaus (22), 
Cambridge Junction (23), Oxford 



Academy (25), London Electric 
Ballroom (26), Belfast Limelight (29) 

house of love 

Creation-signed indie mopers back from 
the grave and playing their eponymous 
debut in its entirety, as part of ATP's 
'Don't Look Back' series. 
London Koko (September 1 3) 

end of the road festival 

Day dawns on the second End Of The 
Road, the defiantly grassroots festival 
held out in LarmerTree Gardens in the 
scenic Wiltshire. Joining the reputedly 
excellent pie shops and cider brandy 
vendors on site are bands including Yo La 
Tengo, Midlake, Joan As Policewoman, 
Architecture In Helsinki, Malcolm 
Middleton, Archie Bronson Outfit, Jim 
White, James Yorkston, Richard Swift, 
Besnard Lakes, Dan Sartain, Stephanie 
Dosen, David Vandervelde, Indigo Moss, 
Super Furry Animals, Brakes, Broken 
Family Band, Howe Gelb, Herman Dune, 
Findlay Brown, Fionn Regan, Jeffrey 
Lewis, Josh T Pearson, MicahPHinson, 
Misty's Big Adventure, My Brightest 
Diamond, Seasick Steve and more, 
www.endoftheroadfesti val .com 
LarmerTree Gardens, Wiltshire 
(September 14-16) 

the decemberists 

" If Decemberists were soldiers, they'd be 
the infantry. A dexterous troop of classic 
pop combatants, the Portland, Oregon 
indie-rock conquerors amass an artillery 
of violins, keyboards, guitars, squeeze- 
boxes, drums and double-bass. . .and 
then they slay us." - Plan B 
London Royal Festival Hall 
(October 2), Cambridge Junction 
(3), Wolverhampton Wulf run 
Hall (5), Bristol Anson Rooms (6), 
Oxford Academy (7), Dublin Vicar 
Street (9), Liverpool Academy (1 0), 
Newcastle Academy (11), Glasgow 
Academy (1 2), Leeds Metropolitan 
University (13) 
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Which is your favourite 
method of transport 
on tour? 

"We travel on a bus on 
long tours, and by air on one- 
off trips. When we first started, 
like most bands, we'd shove 
ourselves and all of our 



equipment in the back of 
a transit van, which is as 
dangerous as it is shite." 

Where's had the most 
unexpected similarities 
to where you come from? 

"Everywhere is starting 
to look the same, which is 



a shame. The only place that is 
1 00 per cent unique is Japan." 

What's been the 
most interesting tourist 
attraction your travels 
have taken you to? 

"The Space Museum 
in Washington is amazing." 

Where would you 
most like to play? 

"Argentina. The last 
time we were meant to go, 
the economy collapsed." 

Please insert a 
few anecdotes from 
disastrous gigs here. 

"We played at the Oya 
festival in Oslo, and all of 
my pedals died on the spot, 
which was an unmitigated 
disaster. It didn't help much 
that a lot of my favourite 
bands were there watching 
at the side of the stage. It 
was awful." 

What's the weirdest 
crowd/crowd response 
you've had? 



"We played in Chelmsford 
supporting Urusei Yatsura and 
nobody clapped. We weren't 
great, but come on." 

The strangest mixture 
of main band/support 
band fans? 

"When we supported the 
Manics the audience was 1 00 
per cent Manics fans and they 
despised us." 

What kind of 
stowaways or refugees 
do you find on the bus? 

"Aidan Moffat." 
(Stuart Braithwaite) 

Mogwai play the Oyster 
Stage on Saturday night 
at the Connect Festival, 
held on the banks of the 
picturesque Loch Fyne. 
Acts also playing include 
Bjork, Beastie Boys, Primal 
Scream, LCD Soundsystem, 
Jarvis Cocker, The Jesus 
And Mary Chain, CSS, MIA 
and more. 



Sonar 2007 

CCCB/Fira Gran Via, Barcelona 



For the bulk of Sonar, there's 1 7 hours a 
day of music to enjoy: as one wag notes, it's 
a marathon dressed up as an art exhibition. 
The daytime is held in the CCCB, the 
Barcelona equivalent to the ICA, with four 
stages and a relaxed, summer fete feel. 
James Holden DJs in the early evening, 
fusing playful electronica with gloriously 
fluffy warm noise. Meanwhile, Junior 
Boys' electro-pop vignettes are typically 
picture-perfect, Clark draws epic textures 
from plinky-plonk keyboards, and Nettle 
are an unexpected revelation. On his 
laptop, DJ/Rupture orchestrates a line-up 
fronted by electric violin, gracefully plucked 
banjo, and sugary guembri into an avant, 
electrifying take on world music in its fullest 
term - sorrowful, luscious laments that 
drift and surge in all the right places. 

The evening events switch you to the 
Fira Gran Via, a voluminous conference 
centre just outside of the city. Highlights are 
all around: Black Devil Disco Club ply 
precious, bouncy Italo Disco; Richie Hawtin 
makes minimal that comes on like found 
sound; and a showcase from Ed Banger 
Records proves that no other group of people 
are having so much fun on earth right now. 
Justice encapsulate this: a dizzying mess 
that continues until the sun starts to peek 
through the stars. 

Sonar wouldn't be Sonar without the 
presence of Jeff Mills, and the wizard 
doesn't disappoint: two hours of exquisitely 
mixed techno that rewires your brain with 
surgical precision. The sight of 20,000 bodies 
reacting in unison to a dancer wearing a 
yellow Sonar balaclava as the beat drops on 
his classic 'The Bells' is something to behold. 
Chris Houghton 

Devo still look crisp and smell factory- 
fresh 1 7 years on from their last European 
performance; bouncing up and down in four- 
man formation, cracking the imaginary lash 
during 'Whip It', and tossing their flowerpots 
out into the crowd like some nerd striptease. 
They fare better than Beastie Boys, who 
are clearly tightly drilled - lava-lamp funk 
workouts merge seamlessly into the gonzo 
NYC hardcore of 'Heart Attack Man' -but 
struggle to fill the cavernous Fira Gran Via, 
the beats hollow, the jams washed out. 

Dizzee Rascal suffers no such 
problems. If the Dizz has learnt anything 
since severing ties with grime, it's that you've 
gotta cut it live. At 4am, you don't think you 
want anything but techno to batter you in 
the cortex, but Dizzee proves you wrong. 
The rough, savagely-edited edges of 'I Luv U' 
have seldom sounded so fucking brassy, so 
gloriously right. 

But elsewhere, bass is the watchword. 
London's dubstep contingent play a stage 
overlooking the dodgems, but no matter - 
outside of the murk of FWD, Skream and 
Kode 9, present with MC The Spaceape, 
seem to grow in size, rhythms cutting free of 
the syrupy, pulsating bass and skittering off 
on double-time, triple-time. 

Stephen O'Malley and Peter Rehberg's 
KTL prove the festival's most genuinely 
transportive moment. Jam in those earplugs 
and take a deep breath, because through 
that fog of dry ice stand two speakers that 
tremble and yawn like the portals to some 
icy netherworld. Happy holidays. 
Louis Pattison 



56 1 plan b 



Qa 



^L^r, jH? 1 * 








1 \N\N\N-S 

-".ess**" 



0870 907 0999 
S907 0999 



0870907 0999 
08 907 0999 



soioow 

S°o5So88« 



barbican 



do something different 



% .^ 







2 for 1 Offer 

Bring this voucher to claim 

Panic Attack! exposes the vibrant 
art scene that emerged during the 
mid-1970s to the mid-1980s in London, 
New York and Los Angeles. 

Featuring over 30 artists including 
Jean-Michel Basquiat, Gilbert & 
George, Derek Jarman, Linder, 
Robert Mapplethorpe, Paul McCarthy 
and Martha Rosier. 

Not valid in conjunction with any other offer 
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0845 121 6829 Box office 
www.barbican.org.uk 

Admission £8/£6 

-G- Barbican Moorgate 

Openllam-8pm 
(except Tue 1 lam-6pm) 

This exhibition contains 
work of an adult nature 
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Animal Collective 

Strawberry Jam (Domino) 

Ever fainted? It's beyond cliche these days 
to describe music as being a headrush, but 
what about a proper old-school swoon? When 
your ears turn in on themselves, ringing and 
whooshing like a Hare Krishna troupe trapped 
in a sea shell, and starry-eyed tunnel vision puts 
your concerned friends at the wrong end of the 
telescope as the man spins you around on the 
waltzers just as. ..thud. 

That's what the first taste of Strawberry 
Jam is like. Overwhelming, yet curiously 
unattainable, like being invisible at your own 
birthday party, or if the legendary wall of 
sound were actually a one-way mirror. If Panda 
Bear's solo Person Pitch from a few months 
back was the kind of album to gently scatter 
rose petals in kaleidoscope patterns around 
pre-waking moments, Strawberry Jam is the icy 
bucket of water thrown at 6am. Featuring the 
full Collective complement of Avey Tare, Panda 
Bear, Geologist and Deakin, it shakes off the 
folkish haze of Sung Tongs' campf ire huddles 
and Feels' exotic pet sounds, frugging and 
chugging in time to some interior perpetual 



of life with the edges taken off" took over. 
So 'Peacebone' starts with the feeding frenzy 
of a thousand robot gerbils, then coalesces 
around the primeval pulse of tom-toms 
punctuated with whipcracks and exclamations, 
before a wide-eyed Tare declares, "The taste 
of your cooking can make me bow on the 
ground "and, "It's not my words that you 
should follow/Its your inside ". 

'Fireworks' is even more lovelorn ("Now it's 
eight, I've been trying to get that taste off my 
tongue/I was dreaming of just you, now our 
cereal is warm") yet those paper hearts carry 
a sharp edge of can't-last-forever nostalgia, 
hinted at by an underlying sigh of cello and 
"ooh-wee-ooh" backing vocals that wish just 
a little too hard for everything to be like it is 
in pop songs. Meanwhile, 'Chores' pulls off 
the feat of sounding as though it was written 
backwards and at double speed, yanking itself 
around abrupt notes and odd stresses like an 
escapee from Avey Tare and Kria Brekkan's 
recent, actually-backwards PullhairRubeye. 

It's not all fun and grown-up games, though, 
and Strawberry Jam takes joy in smiling most 
winningly while its feet lurch and wobble on 



Before you know it, you're swept up 
into their world, glued to the sides by 
centrifugal force and spun faster 
than sight 



eal of someone 
tedly in the face. 
Chirping guitars, clashing cymbals and what 
sounds like phlegm being hacked up, all 
thrum and vibrate through these nine songs 
so forcefully that if it were on vinyl, I'd worry 
about the record shaking free of the turntable. 
Persist, however, and eventually Strawberry 
Jam becomes a musical version of a zoetrope, 
the Victorian parlourtoy where peeking into a 
whirling drum reveals magical moving images. 
The relentless sonic buffeting blurs into a 
framing flicker through which the rest of the 
songs appear more animated. And before you 
know it, you're swept up into their world, 
ued to the sides by centrifugal force and 
. »un faster than sight before being deposited 
breathless back against the antimacassars. 

Animal Collective's skill is to somehow tap 
into the knee-level perspective of childhood, 
"utnotforthem Boards Of Canada's skilful 

anufacture of false memories onto 
uverexposed Super-8 complete with woozy 
audio. It's more a channelling of the kind of 
heightened sense of self and the world around 
felt before (as Jarvis once put it), "Some kind 



■y 



a line of wire-strung nerves. 'Unsolved 
Mysteries' is all merry fairground wheezing 
and paddle steamer chugging as its golden 
boy goes bad: "And what a surprise, to look 
in those eyes/To find suddenly he is Jack The 
Ripper". 'For Reverend Green' seethes with the 
indignation of a spurned lover before erupting 
into dry-heaving rage, while even the warm, 
reverb-heavy guitar and party shakers of 
'Derek' hide an uneasy tale that could be about 
a pet, or a child, who "Never had a voice like 
you/To scream when he wanted something" . 

'Cuckoo Cuckoo' is where the hysteria goes 
once all the happiness has flaked off. It may 
be true that, "You can't feel a thing/No heart 
flutters in late spring", but the music offers 
no such numbness: those electronic fizzles and 
whistles are now harsh and needling, while 
there's no trampoline to cushion the crashes, 
only a scant consolation from doleful piano. 

But whether it's whooping with laughter 
or trying to catch breath between sobs, 
Strawberry Jam is Animal Collective's most 
heartfelt, energised record yet. That thumping 
in your ears? It's a reminderthat you're alive. 
Put your head between your knees and listen. 
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Architecture In Helsinki 

Places Like These (Cooperative Music) 

I've not been to Australia, but the soundtrack to 
Neighbours would lead me to believe that it is not a country 
blessed with The Funk. This is borne out by Architecture 
In Helsinki's third album, which sounds like it was made 
by people who'd decided to pay homage to Prince without actually having 
heard any of his music. That's not a criticism, as I'm fairly sure Places Like 
These verges on genius. It's just that the Melbournites' take on The Funk 
is so bizarre that it's hard to be entirely sure. 'Hold Music' is not unlike The 
Fraggles covering 'Pretty Fly For A White Guy'; 'Like It Or Not' is a dead ringer 
for a Carnivale reinterpretation of 'MmmBop'. Only with lots of sex bass. 
Strangely, none of this is upsetting: it's like Phil Spector making the theme 
music for children's programmes. Sexy children's programme. Something 
Prince would probably approve of. 
Andrzej Lukowski 

in the studio: architecture in helsinki 

We ate: "The first half of the album was made in the cold of NYC in late 
November on a diet of double espressos, bagels and pizza from Brick Oven 
Gallery in Williamsburg. Out of necessity, we migrated back to the Australian 
summer in order to finish the record. Here we waded knee deep in espressos 
made by a guy named Greg across the road from the studio. Also, it being 
summer the selection of seasonal fruits on the island was endless, which 
probably attributed to the mildly tropical vibes on the record. " 
We listened to: "As has been the case for the last few years we were 
listening obsessively to Tusk by Fleetwood Mac, along with Critical Beatdown 
by Ultramagnetic MCs, and trying our hardestto replicate and combine 
the vibe of the drum sounds on those two records. Summer in Australia 
was all about Hall And Oates, those Mutant Disco compilations, the second 
Os Mutantes record, Justin Timberlake and liberal dosings of Toto." 
We watched: " Hermeto Pascoal live performances on YouTube. " 
(Cameron Bird) 



Amateur (Rune Grammofon) 

This album brings to mind a forest made out 
of household objects. Cheesegrater trees, 
leaves like smooth clogs, lakes of guitar 
strings, and a broken cymbal sun; an audible 
landscape. I can hear Alog running around 
tapping everything in sight, recording every 
slight sound up to the very edge of the forest 
until they stumble across a real tree. And 
then they tap that too. It reminds me of the 
designers Yokoland, who are also Norwegian 
and fond of planting vibrant forests. But this 
one here is small scale, inside a snow globe, 
where the snowflakes are little microchips, 
which fizzle on their tongues and makes their 
voices cling together in a booming chant that 
makes the plastic shell shiver. And when the 
snowflakes touch the edge of the water, the 
guitar strings bend apart and warp down the 
stream, emitting a drone that encompasses 
the entire miniature world. At which point all 
the captured, self-contained sounds of the 
forest are shaken out into a waiting palm: 
fragments of a fragile land. 
Miranda lossif id is 



Angels Of Light 



We Are Him (Young God) 

Michael Gira's work in the Angels Of Light 
has gone through enough twists and turns 
to rival those which occurred with his former 
band, Swans. The group's fifth album is 
another striking combination of stern anger 
and contemplation, lyrical and musical. 
Thankfully, Gira's wry humour is also present 
in spades, thankfully (the cover art alone, 
a cheerful humanoid dog dressed like a child 
fit for Sunday school, is a winner of over the 
top cutesiness). Akron/Family once again act 
as the core backing band, able to lock firmly 
into Gira's staccato mantra approach to 
songwriting. Meanwhile, a further 1 million 
or so guests, ranging from Alice Donut's 
Steve Moses on trombone to the excellent 



young performer Larkin Grimm, add 
textured, often striking arrangements. 
Standouts include the fraught death chant 
'Promise Of Water' and the tight grind of the 
title track, which might be as close as Gira 
ever gets to gospel. 
Ned Raggett 



Derek Bailey 



Standards (Tzadik) 

The popularity of Bailey's 2002 album 
Mads continues long after its author's sad 
death on Christmas Day, 2005. Its success 
owes much to its accessibility. Within a vast 
musical lexicon described in a largely foreign 
tongue it would be easy to mark Ballads as 
something of a departure. But its streams 
of consciousness perched upon a structural 
shelf hark back to Bailey's earliest recorded 
works (see Tzadik's Pieces For Guitar, 
committed to tape at around the same 
time Bailey was providing accompaniment 
for Morecambe andWises' seaside 
specials), employing scored pieces as 
a springboard from which to launch his 
spidery improvisations. 

Standards documents Bailey's first 
experiments with the process that would 
eventually produce Ballads, translating 
bastions of the traditional jazz repertoire 
into his own non-idiomatic language, 
interweaving the two distinct elements 
seamlessly with endless invention. Much 
more than a historical document. 



Spencer Grady 



Beach House 



Beach House (Bella Union) 

Layers of muscle-ache, zuzzing engines and 
sleepy-lidded organ cause the sounds of 
'SaltWater', Beach House's opening to 
36 minutes of jellyfish fuzz, lapping flotsam 
and the tingling graze of sand. Sunsets 
are slowed to expand 1 hours; dimmer 
switches are stuck on low; labouring 



televisions in cheap seaside hotels eke out a 
vague, milky light onto rugs and crossed legs 
during insomniac nights.The titles — 'Apple 
And Orchard', 'Auburn And Ivory', 'Heart And 
Lungs' - suggest the textures and tastes of 
a soapy, aromatic evening. While always on 
the verge of being too relaxed, lazy almost, 
there's just about enough to delve into: the 
clanging of tools like workers on a pier or 
boatmen in the rain; the reverb of seafaring 
metal; the rusty shells and menagerie bells 
shaking through 'Tokyo Witch', ghostly in 
their unchanging rattle, like an empty night 
train creaking past in the early morning. 
Lauren Strain 



Beastie Boys 



The Mix Up (EMI) 

Funk is etymologically associated with the 
smell of stress, the locked down, punishing 
exercise of prolonged sex as a metaphor 
for getting it on on the dance floor. That 
doesn't mean that it necessarily has to be 
a physical struggle of any kind; the loosely 
tuned funk of Bootsy Collins, George Clinton 
and co speaks of more mind-meltingly 
horizontal encounters with the breakbeat. 
But it can't be lazy on both fronts. The fact 
that this album is excruciatingly abysmal has 
little to do with the fact that fashion's fickle 
tombola has now decreed the quasi-ironic 
Grand Royal style as anachronistic as clowns 
at stag parties wearing comedy Afro wigs. 
Instead, unfortunately, it is entirely to do 
with the fact that this is the sound of lazy 
millionaires making lounge bar music.The 
out sound from whatever. 
John Doran 



Black Francis 



Bluefinger (Cooking Vinyl) 

Cheeky bugger. The press release argues 
otherwise, but going on the evidence it 
seems dear old Frank wrote a bunch of new 
songs to fuel a new Pixies album only to find 
from his old bandmates no such album was 
forthcoming. Rather than concede defeat, 
he's decided to put them out himself 
using his old Pixies name. It's immediately 
disconcerting just how Pixie-ish it sounds, 
especially when he's aping Kim Deal-style 
backing vocals. It also feels rather too 
effortless, and there's little of the scary guts 
and anger from a record like Surfer RosaXo 
make this warrant many revisits. Maybe if it 
was actually the Pixies playing here it would 
sparkle with the life it seems to be missing, 
but otherwise it's not a record that seems 
to have much reason for existing. 
The Corpo 



Blanche 



Little Amber Bottles (Loose) 

Once there was a time when photographs 
came out all reddy-brown and people wore 
scratchy brown clothes so they'd look right in 
all the reddy-brown photographs, passed 
around in the light of the campfire, hung in 
wonky frames for all to see. And so, Blanche 
have created Little Amber Bottles, a none- 
more rustic collection of ballsy country via 
the Australian outback -or wherever the 
Bad Seeds were actually from, probably 
some kind of newfangled conurbation - 
and trickling down a stream 
in Nashville (oh, but they're actually from 
Detroit). Less lo-fi than their previous 
offerings, this is still as dusty and as gin- 
soaked as you could wish for. Bows are 
drawn evocatively across taut strings, 



bittersweet voices wrangle with each other, 
lovelorn and lonely. This mightn't be the first 
moment that rock 'n' roll has tussled with 
country but it may be one of the finer ones. 
HayleyAvron 



Simon Bookish 



Trainwreck/Raincheck (Use Your Teeth) 

Trainwreck/Raincheck\o\\o\NS Bookish, our 
conscientious protagonist, as he confronts 
such adversaries as alien spaceships, quick- 
grow crabs, and the British transport system. 
Part mischief-maker, part sardonic stoic, 
these comic adventures hail from a warped 
yet instantly recognisable England of dour 
formalities and humble charm. These larks 
don't overshadow the fact Bookish is 
a classically trained composer, a fact 
exemplified on 'A Deception', where sparsely 
arranged synths posing as the clatterings of 
a train station transform a merely amusing 
monologue into a nightmare missive from 
England's grey, bureaucratic heart. 

Maybe it's my sensibility, or his delivery, 
but Bookish never lowers himself to a forced, 
underpants-on-head zaniness. There are 
those who might have a problem taking 
a dwarf who "resembles a miniature Edith 
Sitwell" at face value, but I say this sort of 
thing should be encouraged. 
Nick Dixon 



Caribou 



Andorra (City Slang) 

Like a photographer forgetting to wind on 
their camera, taking shot after shot, double, 
triple, quadruple-exposure, these nine tracks 
gently Frankensteined from the scraps of 
(seriously) 670 demos distils one album 
out of an alphabetised petting zoo. It's as 
masterfully mixed as a summer forest, 
an X-ray, a mass transit system feeling its 
way across Google Earth. It's psychedelia 
so defuzzed and glassy that it recalls 
a weightless, dreamlike simulation - so 
realistic it's unreal, but assembled with 
such obvious love one can only reel with 
the mathematics of creation (nattily, Dan 
'Caribou' Snaith recently completed a PhD in 
the same subject). Spore-like melodies hold 
tight to each other, instrumental lines weave 
in/out, up/down, near/far, and emotions 
emerge from the equation. This record 
upends the cliche - remembering the Sixties 
because he wasn't there. 
kicking_k 



Cephalic Carnage 



Xenosapien (Relapse) 

These high altitude, pollen-fuelled mountain 
men of the jazz/grindcore fusion revolution 
are back with their most satisfying release 
to date.Their fourth on Relapse sees them 
take further steps away from the proggish 
tendencies of earlier releases and cement 
themselves more firmly in the metal camp, 
building on the good work of 2005's 
Anomalies.ks their stylistic focus has 
tightened, the viciousness of their attack 
has become heavier. Anyone missing the 
furious Brann Dailor of old Mastodon would 
be advised to check out John Carnage's 
pounding stick work on 'Endless Cycle Of 
Violence'. Technically they've never been 
better, marrying Reign In Blood-era riffage, 
with jazz hooks and short bursts of power 
soloing on 'Divination And Volition'. Suitable 
for deranged pot-head teens and beard 
stroking metallers alike. 
John Doran 
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A doom metal band 
making disco or a disco 
band making doom metal? 




horsemen of the apocalypse 

Words: DrSwan 
Illustration: Tom Eastland 

Chrome Hoof 

Pre-Emptive False Rapture (Southern) 

Evolving from a four-footed beast to a 
twentysomething-footed hip-wriggling 
monstrosity over the last 21 5 million seconds, 
Chrome Hoof has arrived in the present. No one is 
sure where it first emerged. It might have been in 
a hidden crystal city deep underground, or perhaps 
in the deepest intricacies of Sun Ra's mind. More 
conservative estimates suggest our famous capital 
city, unlikely as this might seem. Formed by Leo 
Smee, towering bassist of witch-obsessed British 
doomers Cathedral, Chrome Hoof is a hefty and 
complex creature. Slithering onto stages across 
the western world, adorned with sci-fi robes and 
geometric masks, it has slowly amassed dedicated 
interest. It's always a better trajectory to follow 
than the rise/fall hype scenario. We'd like our 
eccentricity mature and refined, wouldn't we? 

Things commence with Chrome Hoof taking 
a bow to the lords of metal, before the band 
accelerate into hyperactive, pump-action funk. 



What's immediately striking is the layers and 
breadth -this isn't a band, it's a small community. 
'Pronoid' is concise and angular, the rhythm 
sustained by group punctuation. But those 
prog leanings soon manifest, magnificently. 

It doesn't all work: at about the three minute 
mark on 'Moss Covered Obelisk' a corny sci-fi 
villain-type narrative begins, "We have tasted your 
soul. . . ", with rolling 'r's and all, tipping the balance 
from weirded-out interlude to overblown prog 
stage-show opener. The eight minutes of 'Spokes 
Of Uridium' that close the album fare better, 
working the big sound into a cosmic frenzy. Dig it! 
Like much of the album, it's erratic yet refined, 
loose yet concise. It's their ability to somehow keep 
firmly to the centre of their balance that maintains 
much of this album's strength. 

Pre-Emptive False Rapture is Chrome Hoof's 
first release on Southern Records. More 
accustomed to dronephiles like Sunn 0))) 
(whom Chrome Hoof have previously played 
with) and other noise-mongers, the label's decision 
to release something with such a disco-funk 
flavour is telling of the substance the band carries 
in its many hands. Theatrical, yet not wholly reliant 
on gratuitous dramatics or superficial gimmicks; 



eccentric without overbearing pretence. And 
importantly, it's grandiose without being indulgent 
- a hard balance to strike for a band with such a 
generous amount of members. 

You're never quite sure whether they're 
a doom metal band making disco or a disco 
band making doom metal. Seamless, enthralling, 
deranged. An accomplishment. 

Dr Swan speaks to Leo Smee 

How do you feel Pre-Emptive False Rapture 
compares to your other releases? 

"It's all in the title! Beyond Zade on Rise Above 
covers extreme ground with one track, 'Mad Air 
Punch'. So here, we were really spreading our 
wings. Pre-Emptive is more consolidated and 
complete in its content, and we recorded in 
a studio rather than our bedrooms. " 
Does the title refer to something specific? 
"You could do some research and Google 'false 
rapture'. It's quite a heavyweight subject. It refers 
to stuff that only some people will get - but 
soon, everyone will have to 'get' it, one way or 
the other..." 

Science fiction or science fact? 
"Same shit. Ancient scriptures! " 



Cherry Ghost 



Thirst For Romance (Heavenly) 

Funny old record this. Young band, from 
Manchester, named via a Wilco track and 
yet, nothing. To begin with. Opener 'Thirst For 
Romance' sounds a bit like Oasis with piano 
-the chords are simple, repetitive, easy. But 
it builds throughout, and gains a poetic sort 
of grace. 'Mary On The Men', a downtrodden 
eight minute epic finds Simon Aldred 
declaring, "By rights we should've been 
choking on every word the preacher had 
us repeat", and the failure hits hard. Best 
though, is the sweeping, evocative misery 
of 'Dead Man's Suit', all hard luck tales and 
macabre imagery that picture flashes of 
a "mouth of rusty old diamonds for tea ". 



There's also 'AlfredThe Great', a blues 
song that appears from out of nowhere. 
More to this lot than meets the eye. 
Tom Howard 



Euros Childs 



The Miracle Inn (Wichita) 

Mere months on from his last record, Euros 
returns with a third solo offering. But this is 
a shift away from the happy-go-lucky feeling 
that dominated Bore Da, a cheerful insanity 
amplified if you couldn't understand his 
lilting Welsh tongue. The Miracle InnUas its 
catchy keyboard choruses and high-pitched 
wooing, reminiscent of jukeboxes and diners 
in worn down seaside towns. But soon, Euros 
has moved back behind his fringe, losing 



himself in shyness and milky-soft warm 
chords, jollity overwhelmed by fried folk and 
creaking, dreamy memories; reflective 
banalities and frailties. He talks of running 
away, watching life pass by, and as his voice 
deepens, organ chants slide around the air, 
rising and falling in consistent undulations. 
Good times are still present though, as are 
the glimmers of offbeat pop that renders 
this album so endearing. 
Emily Graham 



Christy And Emily 



Gueen's Head (The Social Registry) 

I keep gazing out the window at ever 
darkening clouds and endless summer 
rain, longing for a crack in the sky. It feels 



hopeless, but Christy Edwards and Emily 
Manzo have been helping me through. 
Christy is on guitar, Emily is on keys. And their 
perfectly formed chamber pop comes to me 
from northwest Brooklyn, a sweet message 
telling how bad news shouldn't get me 
down. These eight poised, elegant songs 
feed classic NYC songwriting through a 
minimalist filter, like Arthur Russell jamming 
with Galaxie 500. From the VU-nodding 
organ pulse of 'Thunder And Lightning' to 
the bargain basement tropicalia of 'Island 
Song', an ode to the ocean that observes the 
ceaseless migration of generations of birds, 
they've given me a perfect half hour every 
day. Achink of sunshine in the gloom. 
Euan Andrews 
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The Mercury nominated debut album. 
"This is simflar to Dylan's early album; 
but with the flow of a Nick Drake - 
a stunning combination 
The Times 
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rhyme saviour 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 

Illustration: Adrian Fleet 







9?-\ 






Talib Kweli 

Eardrum (Blacksmith/Warner Bros) 

Time to accentuate the positive. I'm sure Talib 
would appreciate that. So skip to track three, 
'Hostile Gospel', where Kweli nails it. A Just Blaze 
track that swaggers as only Blaze can (think 'Show 
Me What You Got', his 'Touch The Sky' beat for 
Kanye), a chorus vague enough for him to wind 
through a dozen themes in his verses, the ol' 
joanna tinkling through 20,000 variations on the 
gospel theme of the chorus: "Deliver us, deliver us, 



Of course, he's both and more. Barely 50 
seconds earlier he'd been off on another tangent, 
boasting, "I'm what the people want, I'm what 
the people need", hacking up boogers on the 
brainwashed thug rap opposition, "I call these 
rappers baby seals cos they club you to death/ 
I could call them Navy Seals cos they government 
fed". Then he takes it through the environment to 
Politics (with the P), 1 seconds later. "We've got 
maybe 1 years left say meteorologists/Shit, we 
still waiting for the congress to acknowledge this", 



gospel theme of the chorus: "Deliver us, deliver us, still waiting for the congress to acknowledi 

Delivering commercial rap from thugged-out 
evil, delivering humanity from materialistic lusts 

PLE-E-E-E-EASE deliver us". Which is what Kweli's and throuqh the saliva vou can hear what Jav-Z 



PLE-E-E-E-EASE deliver us". Which is what Kweli's 
all about, right? Delivering commercial rap from 
thugged-out evil, delivering humanity from 
materialistic lusts. From the straitjacket of his 
reputation, from all accompanying expectations 
So he battles like his ass depends on it. Which 
it does, of course, as the track's agonising over the 
industry and his place in it attests. "It all started 
at Rawkus, " he complains. "They couldn't find 
the words to describe me so they resort to the 
shortcuts/Is he a backpacker?/ls he a mad rapper?" 



and through the saliva you can hear what Jay-Z 
meant when he said Kweli has skills. 

But it only works when the signal's strong 
enough to tune in. Where you can appreciate not 
only his syllable juggling over "meteorologists" 
but his ability to tie it all together, to join even the 
most spuriously related dots. So the wild hostile 
gospel and all its eccentricities are validated by odd 
moments of indubitable insight on race and social 
control ("Black kids wishing they white kids/When 
they close they eyelids/Like, 7 bet they 



neighbourhood ain 't like this' /White kids wishing 
they black kids and want to talk like rappers, it's 
all backwards") and crucially, that Blaze swang 
extracting every last millilitre of sweat the words 
deserve, like Timbaland's 'One Man Show' if he'd 
ditched Elton John for Sun Ra raised from the dead. 

It's probably the best thing here, but others 
come close. Like 'Say Something' where Kweli 
mounts a bizarrely convincing attempt to go 
gangsta alongside noted fop will. i. am (better 
known as one-third of Black Eyed Peas, but here 
doing the whole Dre circa EfMzaggin with bonus 
futuristic synths thing). Or Madlib's agreeably 
sleepy 'Soon The New Day' where Talib drops the 
sociology and lets his stories breathe. Or Swift D's 
aptly titled 'The Perfect Beat' or Madlib's agonised 
intro 'Everything Man' or. . . a bunch of others. I'm 
out of space and you know the deal, Talib's great. 
But this is too long. And not naming names, some 
of the beats here suck, and when they suck Kweli 
sounds bored to the point that his boast in 
'Everything Man' that he's, "Only using 10 percent 
of my mentals" sounds more like an apology. 

But you knew that already, right? There's 
no point in dwelling on it. Time to accentuate 
the positive. 



Little Waves (Fatcat) 

Next time you MySpace your favourite 
group, spare a thought for Crescent, who 
have apparently used no 'computer fonts' 
or 'processing' for the cover of Little Waves. 
If that comes across as recalcitrant or 
technophobic, you've not been listening hard 
enough: much like their Bristol peers Flying 
Saucer Attack or Movietone, with whom they 
share members, Crescent embrace a modern 
pastoral; I'd say they were 'romantic', but 
there's something of the documentarian 
about the songs on Little Waves, too. The 
songs, stripped back to a kind of un-precious 
folk-rock chamber music, play out a 
psychogeography in miniature: instead 



of mapping the metropolis, Crescent trace 
the routes of botanic gardens, backyards 
and dust-filled front rooms while reifying 
the oddments and objects of everyday 
living. Little Waves \s warm and intimate, 
the kind of record where you can measure 
the distance of performer from equipment 
through the impact of breath on microphone, 
the distinct clip of a plectrum against piezo. 
Jon Dale 



The Dead C 



Future Artists (Ba Da Bing!) 

Rumour has it New Zealand's The Dead C 
didn't even make it onto their last album, 
The Damned. Three years later, and the trio 
of Bruce Russell, Michael Morley and Robbie 



Yeats get closer to collapsing the rock 
inflatable than ever before. Only 'The 
Magicians' displays the faintest whiff of 
songcraft, harking back to their formidable 
1 989 LP Eusa Kills.The remaining four 
tracks are sprawling tapestries of oscillating 
generator groan and lo-fi blues licks, 
manipulated and ruptured by a swarm of 
barking wasps. 

This is music that melts into your marrow, 
tightens a cord around your neck and makes 
nerve endings twitch in surrender. It may 
not be easy stuff to listen to, but there's 
something especially unique about The Dead 
C, keeping you tuned in, making you relish 
every diamond in the rough. 
Spencer Grady 



II (Relish) 

It's difficult to precisely place Don Cash in 
a genre schematic, his music compounding 
hip hop basement shudder, the glimmer 
and sheen of applied science plus an array 
of vocal modes, spoken word to plasticised 
croon. Doesn't seem to bother him, though, 
as he zones through the not inconsiderable 
spaces between beat and synth like a paper 
plane which is both aerodynamic and heavily 
stylized. The subject matter seems of a piece, 
reflections on hedonism that echo like a 
monologue in an empty disco. "You couldn't 
be my friend 'cause it's not in style, " he sings 
in a voice flat as a photocopy, "You'll never 
figure out what's behind my smile ". 
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cottage industries 

Words: Lauren Strain 

Illustration: Meg Hunt 

Tunng 

Good Arrows (Full Time Hobby) 
Voice Of The Seven Woods 

Voice Of The Seven Woods (Finders Keepers) 

Allegedly, rocking back and forth is the first sign 
of madness. I'd like to think that rocking with 
a biro gritted between my teeth is just a pre-writing 
mode of limbering up; a sort of preparative rictus 
done in time to a drumbeat. Or maybe I am just 
going mad. But if lunacy sounds like this-this 
cyclical, sagelike hypnotixxx-then I'm cool with it. 
Lancastrian Rick Tomlinson's debut as Voice Of The 
Seven Woods sounds like clay on a potter's wheel 
left to spin and warp. It sounds like mortars and 
pestles; like tree sap in timelapse with the black 
insect bodies on the inside caught in gold fixity. 

For 'Sayai Nova', pitter-pat drums are tongues 
wildly rolling against throats. Fingers on strings 
of oud and sitar are like forest-brown birds with 
cream underbellies and musk feathers; avoiding, 
interlocking, withdrawing. Then there's The Fire 
In My Head', with its opal-eyed figures performing 



fearful dances in the solid darkness. Elsewhere, 
thin black turrets of smoke rise from the other 
side of the mountain and, as the electrics sear in 
for 'Second Transition', we drop to our knees, 
put eyes to the heat and ears to the soil; those 
vibrations are of wrenchings, rendings, things 
moving apart. As the last piece, 'Dusk Cloud', 
retraces the notes of 'Silver Morning Branches' 
and inverts its lyrics, there's a final rearrangement 
of wings; a timely ending. 

It sounds like mortars 
and pestles, like tree 
sap in timelapse 

Tunng's wilderness, meanwhile, belongs to 
an indoor world of attics, cobwebbed voices and 
dusty mechanisms. Show-stealer 'Bullets' begins 
with ogres; its ripe melody tracing through locked 
rooms while patchwork rhythms sew and scrape. 
A defunct television splutters out racecourse 
commentary across the glocks of 'Soup', and it's 
both spooky and comforting, like a week in the 
house by yourself just to remember what that's 
like. But then the London six-piece go and ruin it 



with oddball shouts and a misplaced, overdriven 
riff; it's the same on 'Spoons', where the beguiling 
hammerings of pickaxe against floorboards are cut 
short by a terrifying voice announcing something 
about tiny hands playing with someone's bosom - 
it really has to be heard to be fully digested -which 
sounds tacked-on, even meaningless. Few of the 
album's samples seem to develop in tandem with 
the songs they bookend, often serving only as 
afterthoughts to dislocate the listener from their 
honey-hot little reverie. 

So: while your imagination is initially captured 
by Tunng's trinkets, found sounds and old 
photographs, you're soon looking for the staircase 
or the skylight, where Voice Of The Seven Woods' 
record is a free, outdoors scramble through brittle 
mazes, silence and the slow, heave of the earth. 

Appropriately, the albums' sleeves mirror and 
contradict each other: Tunng's kaleido-wheel of 
chairs, keys and teapots sparkles in posterpaint 
yellows and nursery-wall pinks, while the array of 
lost property on Voice Of The Seven Woods' cover 
is consumed by a mauling bundle of roots. You 
drop a marble one day and, a decade later, find 
it hugged by a coil of branches, 1 metres into 
the sky. Music like nature: preserved and lasting. 



Poker-faced and well-dressed, he never 
feels the need to break a sweat.Tempo 
shifts are more in-progress adjustments 
than dancefloor melodrama and still 
he keeps coming, all the assurance of 
a heatseeker on the shortest line from 
blueprintto reptile brain. 
kicking_k 



The Dragons 



BFI(NinjaTune) 

There's a nice story behind this one.Three 
brothers moonlighting from their day job as 
muso members of The Beach Boys' backing 
band give themselves a pretty fantastic 
moniker, casually knock out a psychedelic 
classic, and proceed to get turned down by 



every record label in town. For 37 long years. 
Thanks to a crate-digging discovery by DJ 
Food, NinjaTune happened upon a test 
pressing and have decided to correct such 
a terrible state of affairs. You'd worry that 
such a nice rags to riches tale won't have as 
happy a musical pay off but, thankfully, this 
is as fine a slab of delicious hippy nonsense 



as you could possibly hope for. It also sounds 
suspiciously good. The recording quality is 
remarkable. Maybe it's just been fermenting 
all these years. 

Perhaps all records should be forced to 
sit it out for so long before consumption. 
Let's start by burying Muse. 
The Corpo 
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Ditherer (Lex] 

Andrew Broder, the Minneapolis multi- 
instrumentalist behind Fog, has cast his net 
wide on this one. While formerly rooted in 
experimental hip hop, Dithererfmds Broder 
hooking up with guest names including 
Low, Why?, Andrew Bird and Phil Elverum, 
crafting a hybrid country-rock sound 
dominated by vocals, harmonies and guitars. 
Trouble is, the more I listen to it, the more 
conservative it feels, electro-bleeps, lo-fi 
tape manipulations and raps feeling less 
like diversions than distractions. 

This album is at its best in the final 
minute of 'We Will Have Vanished', which 
basically turns into the last chance to dance 
at an indie disco. An experimental approach, 
of sorts, but I'm not convinced by the vision. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Frog Eyes 



Tears Of The Valedictorian 
(Absolute Kosher) 

Should the world's terrorists ever be bored 
enough to attack Canada, a modest starter 
target might be Spencer Krug. OK, the only 
significant cultural damage would be the 
loss of five medium-wacky indie bands, but 
Mohammed-on-a-unicycle, what type of 
decadent infidel needs five bands? Especially 
seeing as how they're all kind of copies of 
Frog Eyes, who he still plays keyboards with. 
Indeed, given the amount Krug's nicked, it's 
a wonder Frog Eyes mainman Cary Mercer 



hasn't got the urge to indulge in a spot of 
light terrorism himself. Ho-hum: they say 
living well is the best revenge, and certainly 
Krug's mannered silliness seems a little 
anaemic nextto 'Evil Energy', 'The IIITwin 
Of . . .' and '. . . Eagle Energy', the ridiculously 
named brace of songs that form the 
centrepiece of Frog Eyes' fourth proper 
album. They go on for aeons, sound like 
British Sea Power covering the OldTestament 
and may or may not be to do with being 
stranded on an iceberg. Krug is no doubt so 
jealous he's going to form another band. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



GoodBooks 



Control (Columbia) 

Sometimes you just have to be unfair. 
Being fair, I'd note that- in terms of quasi- 
mainstream indie - GoodBooks are this 
year's Guillemots: trad-songs decorated 
with electronic filigree, but without the 
Guillemot's attention to hips (you can dance 
to GoodBooks, sure, but you'd never grind). 

But being unfair, let's talk about 
GoodBook's latest single 'Passchendaele' 
which, instead of drowning in Ypres mud, 
is redolent of drowning in sugar. It makes me 
angrier every time I listen to it, staring at the 
speakers and wondering what the fuck they 
were thinking. It's a narrative but- Christ- 
compare it with The Decemberists' portrait 
of burnt homoerotic camaraderie, 'The 
Soldiering Life', and it comes across callow, 
mocking - even arrogant in its belief that it 



that's what i call music 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Kat Green 

Various 

AFUK & I (Vol 1): UpThe Anti (AFUK) 

They call this 'truecore' in the Plan B office, figuring that it's my spiritual 
home -this raucous, drunken, belligerently individual music, played with little 
regard for niceties or musical merit, these back room Baudelaires who rant 
unconcerned. It is, too -with a couple of provisos. 

First: it seems to be mostly male, this UK antifolk scene grown up around 
the 1 2 Bar in London (courtesy of David Cronenberg's Wife) and Larry 
Pickleman's Sunday Sermons in Brighton. About three of the 21 artists 
represented here are female, not where I'm at all. It's unsurprising: the humour 
and aggression behind these songs frequently borders on that weird public 
school/working class crossover point, the province of lads. This is not meant to 
be a putdown -just an observation. Two, there's precious little silence or 
sensitivity (an artist that could have provided both, the Daniel Johnston-loving 
Winston Echo, is sadly absent). But yes: these folk like to get upon stage with 
precious little adornment and shout at, or sing at, or offend people. . .anything 
to make an impression. (There's a massive propensity on the part of truecore's 
proponents to cunting swear on cue.) And, sure, that's what I like to do as well. 

There's a breathtaking array of talent and non-talent here: from Irish 
talisman Jinx Lennon's opening incendiary anthem 'Guitar = Magic Wand' 
through Plan B favourite Spinmaster Plantpot's curtly offensive 'Jesus' rant, 
and Look Look (Dancing Boys)' rather unsubtle 'Tit Wank', all the way through 
to gentler moments, such as mertle's touching paean 'My Bike' and The 
Ghosts' 'Penny Falls'. Unlike the US version of antifolk, much of the music 
features rudimentary electronica and found samples (not just smooth 
acoustic): see Dolly Parton-loving wacky Cockney fellows Milk Kan's deadpan 
Streets-style rhyme 'Gather Round Motherfuckers' and Larry Pickleman's drum 
machine-led, beautifully out-of-order, PC-baiting 'All Blacks Are Bastards'. 

Recorded live over disinterested audience hum, Pickleman has an innate 
sense of melody and communication that sets him apart as one of the scene's 
stars - alongside Jinx, Brighton's own Bobby McGee's (here sounding absurdly 
polished on the melodica-tinted, breathy 'Audrey Tatou/Albert Camus'), and 
awesome acoustic rapper Stuart James (not present). It's not all roses, though: 
Misterlee's clearly listened to one too many John Cooper Clarke records, and 
the only reason I can't see Jake Thackray suing Timothy Tomlinson for 
plagiarism is cos he's dead. Still, that's a pretty good reason. 

Minor quibbles aside, this is a fucking ace drunken snapshot of a scene 
that most of you probably won't go within a million miles of. 

Your fucking loss. 



has anything worthwhile to say about the 
topic. What was surely conceived as some 
kind of political entryism comes across 
as opportunism, trying to elevate their 
mundane music through association with 
somewhere in the region of 750,000 deaths. 
It's about on the same level as Phil Collins 
doing 'Another Day In Paradise', selling 
worthy holidays to someone else's misery. 
Kieron Gillen 



Gravy Train! 



All The Sweet Stuff (Cochon) 

For a record which broadcasts its NOVELTY 
ITEM status more flagrantly than a fake dog's 
egg encased in plastic, Gravy Train ! ! ! ! 's 
debut album Hello Doctorholds up pretty 
well. This is probably because it makes no 
concessions to being owt but unmitigated 
smut, or having any production values. All 
The Sweet Stuff is their third full- length ; 
its rudeness wouldn't trouble a BBC2 
programme scheduler looking to fill that 
8.30pm slot, but more to the point, it's just 
flat. Edging away from their gleefully sub- 
L'Trimm pseudo-rap starting point, they 
pulled a smart move getting Sugar And Gold 
(Seventies-style radio-disco revivalists from 
San Fran) to produce a couple of tracks here, 
'Club Situation' faring especially well. A 
large portion of the album, however, hovers 
between Dirtbombs/Demolition Doll Rods 
sleaze-rocking, which they have little to no 
aptitude for. Harrumph. 
Noel Gardner 



Hair Police 



The Empty Quarter (Harbinger Sound) 

Creaking and clawing its way out of the 
prolific imaginations of Robert Beatty, 
Mike Connelly and TrevorTremaine, The 
Empty Quartersoon plummets into a 
chasm of breaking-point bass distortion 
interspersed with sporadic, whining escape 
attempts. But Hair Police know there are 
limits to low-end bludgeoning, and soon 
introduce the semblance of voices: sucked- 
in swoops and vague screams, circling 
like pterodactyls. As the stertorous strains 
of 'Breathing In Conflict' force ears to 
empathise with strained lungs, The Empty 
Quarter audibly becomes more than the sum 
of its parts, opening out into multi-textured 
landscapes that repay repeated forays. 

Noise often strives for this effect and 
fails, too caught up in its hardware to be truly 
transportive music. But Hair Police maintain 
a steely sliver of compositional refinement 
amid the scuzz, which means the whirling 
high frequencies that surface late in 'Out 
Of The High Quarter' are timed just as the 
concentration span rebels, and 'Southern 
Lights' utilises a tentatively melodic 
pitchshifted tone with queasy cruelty 
amid rockfalls of crunching almost-riffs. 

Connelly's predilection for necro 
atmosphere and insidiously quiet noise is in 
evidence here: at its best, The Empty Quarter 
captures the howling nihilism of black metal 
and pushes it decisively through a rough wire 
sieve until all that's left is an abject, skeletal, 
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rags and bones 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Ryan Peltier 



Belief in the blacks and whites of life appeals to this 
boy who seems to be mostly surrounded by grey 



Fabienne Delsol 

Between You And Me (Damaged Goods) 
The Singing Loins 

The Drowned Man Resuscitator (Damaged Goods) 

I'm not denying that I buy into the Damaged 
Goods aesthetic of 'Cut the bullshit'. (Urn, I think 
that's it.) This one-man east London operation taps 
into a rich vein of DIY punk -with leanings towards 
Northern Soul stomp and the doomed swagger of 
Sixties girl groups and, of course, Liam Watson's 
analogue Toe Rag studios. It's famously the home 
to all things Chatham: Billy Childish and Holly 
Golightly being two of its more renowned artists. 
They are by no means the only stars shimmering 
in Damaged Goods' firmament, however. 

These two records are a delight: positioned 
together deliberately to show the range of the 
label roster. Genteel Fabienne, paramour of Toe 
Rag engineer Liam Watson and former lead singer 
with London garage band The Bristols; and the 
raucous Singing Loins, ex-charges of Mr Childish 
himself, who recorded their Spartan debut live in 
his toilet on a mono tape recorder. It's difficult to 
imagine two such disparate albums - one is all 



refined Sixties swing and poise, sung in a delightful 
French accent, recalling Jane Birkin and any 
number of tear-streaked Sixties female singers; the 
other is a bawdy, modern day English working class 
folk band - but both fall perfectly within the 
Damaged Goods remit. Cut the crap. 

Fabienne's second solo album is near-perfect 
girl group pop: twisted, cajoling, playful, kittenish, 
full of charming throwaway gems such as 'Come 
Along' and the Detroit Cobras-esque single 'Catch 
Me A Rat', a bunch of originals and cover versions 
recorded with a connoisseur's attention to detail 
(fuzzed guitars, Farfisa organs, stuttering half- 
beats). Initially, I had her pinned down as a more 
nostalgic Holly Golightly, but there's a world of 
difference between the two artists -whereas Ms 
Golightly borders on the confessional with her 
rough-edged country/garage, Ms Delsol plays 
good time party music, as fresh and intoxicating 
as The Beatles, Live At The Star Club (their finest 
moment, as Mr Childish will tell you). Between You 
And Me is pure gold, one to rank alongside Jacky's 
'White Horses', Whyte Boots singer Lori Burton's 
solo output and Dolly Mixture. . .only better. 



The Drowned Man Resuscitator, meanwhile, 
is the sort of rabble-rousing, mandolin and banjo- 
led, populist music that The Levellers gave such a 
bad name to. . .and yet manages the trick of being 
affecting without lapsing into sentimentalism 
(well, almost). Imagine...! dunno... The Pogues 
produced by Mr Watson, raw-assed folk stripped 
right back till only the bare bones of emotion and 
rock remain. Man, this is great. Sometimes, it's 
out-and-out boisterous ('God Bless The Whores 
Of Rochester', 'Be Merry! '), sometimes it's out- 
and-out romantic (the unashamedly open 'To A 
Beautiful Woman Growing Older', which reduced 
me to tears upon first listen), always brimful with 
sincerity. There's a certain edge, fierceness in Rob 
Shepherd's voice that makes you believe in him; a 
belief in the blacks and whites of life that appeals 
to this boy who seems to be mostly surrounded by 
grey. . . plus a corking pot-shot at Christianity ('Why, 
Lord?') that blares out like a beacon. 

The Singing Loins can be as savage as Billy 
Childish at his most belligerent, and are equally 
as inspirational. 

These are two fine records, indeed. 



but terrifying creature attempting to fly on 
torn grey wings. Adept and heavy. 
Frances Morgan 



Happy Mondays 



Uncle Dysfunktional (Sequel) 

Oh, the joy of irrelevance - the Mondays 
were the Nineties band that got closest to 



the truth and trauma of generation drug- 
bunny Britain (that mass mental ravagement 
so many other bands turned into retrograde 
rock'n'roll heroics, the Mondays just spewed 
out unmannered and untrammeled and 
always at street-level), and thanks to the 
'Showaddywaddy' shows (Shaun's own 
words) of this decade they've successfully 



killed off any chance they ever had of 
returning to any kind of central role in pop. 
Thank fuck. Unde Dysfunktional 'is far from 
a masterpiece - it's the Mondays learning to 
make records again - but wrapped through 
the Buttholes-worthy funk of 'Angels And 
Whores' and 'InThe Blood', the Pop Group- 
style dub-evil of 'AntiWarhole On The 



Dancefloor', and surefire non-smashes like 
'Rats With Wings' and 'Dr Dick' there are way 
more genius lyrical touches than you'll find 
from anyone white and under 40 this year, 
and some truly freed-up, excessively gamey 
noise that goes down solid and comes back 
up with a satisfying belch. Wonderful. 
Neil Kulkarni 
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border crossing 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: Ben Newman 

Out of Africa: folktales, carnival sounds 
and the Konono effect 

Eric Copeland: Hermaphrodite (Paw Tracks) 

Pekos/Yoro Diallo: Pekos/Yoro Diallo (Yaala! Yaala!) 

Various: BougouniYaalali (Yaala! Yaala!) 

Daouda Dembele: Daouda Dembele (Yaala! Yaala!) 

Various: Africa Underground:The Depths Of Dakar (Nomadic Wax) 

Whitehouse: Racket (Susan Lawly) 



First, a quick reminder of why you hate the term 
'world music'. 

Whichever way you look at it, it's a loaded term: 
either consumed by its own rosy mental image of 
the ethnic other as a free-trade wonderland of 
happy natives who, through some lingering ghost 
of deference, remain eager to offer up their culture 
in Starbucks-friendly wrap; or just as bad, a sort 
of intellectual duty for the good liberal, a cultural 
transaction conducted in the international currency 



It's enough to hear him hum, 
cough, smack his lips before 
the air bursts from his lungs 
in wild exhortations 



of guilt. But perhaps things are changing. The 
recent critical acclaim that's greeted experimental 
Congolese percussion group Konono No1 suggests 
there's room now for a freer sort of exchange, a 
melting of the borders. Right now I'm listening to 
'La Booley Boo', the second track off Black Dice man 
Eric Copeland's solo album Hermaphrodite, and it 
strikes me this shit is post-Konono to the bone; a 
heady carnival shuffle built from clacking wooden 



percussion, electronic 
melodies that meander 
like twanged thumb 
piano, voices calling 
wordlessly amid the 
whirling motion. 

Once the sound of 
a trucker hat-clad New 
Yorker getting African 
might have sparked 
some righteous ire in 
me, but increasingly 
I'm finding it's easier to 
accept this stuff, not 
least because often it's 
extremely well done, but also because the path 
seems two-way. Now, I'm listening to three startling 
records released on Yaala ! Yalaa ! - a mini-label 
underthe Drag City umbrella, helmed by Jack 
Carneal, formerly of Will Oldham's Palace Music and 
Anomonoan. If you long for the day Drag City put 
out records that sounded like they were recorded on 
a boombox, rejoice; these recordings, played by 
West Africa musicians, captured on stereo micto 
cassette tape, are raw like warts, but possessed by 
frantic, unrefined energy. 

Daouda Dembele, aye//, or oral 
historian, tells a 40-minute folk song, 
accompanied on the jelingoni, a spike 
lute that circles in a repeating melody. 
No matter I can't understand him; it's 
enough to hear him hum, cough, 
smack his lips before the air bursts 
from his lungs in joyful songs and 
wild exhortations. Similarly great is 
Bougouni Yaalali, a compilation of songs recorded 
at Malian fetes and house parties; onlookers and 
merry-makers come part of the sonic patchwork, 
their whoops and handclaps interweaving the 
amplified voices and rolling percussion. At one 
point, you hear the voice of a passing American girl. 
"Why don't you dance? " she teases. "There are lots 
of pretty ladies in there. " But the best is Pekos/ 
Yoro Diallo, a live recording of two musicians that 



Carneal purchased at a stall in Bougouni, but which 
probably hails from an smaller village deeper in 
the West African wilderness. A pair of ngoni lutes, 
amplified by pre-amps and run into a horn speaker, 
provide a backdrop for the two vocalists, who trade 
lines with wild-eyed, gnashing fervour. 

The likes of 50 Cent, G-Unit etal have apparently 
taken root in troubled African territories like Sierra 
Leone, who presumably hear something of their 
own troubled history of drug-addicted child soldiers, 
tribal massacres and diamond warfare in 50's savage 
revenge fantasies. Curious, then, that little African 
hip hop resorts to a similar thug negativity. African 
Underground: The Depth Of Dakar is vibrant, 
upbeat, still in touch with hip hop's history as a 
positive cultural force. Tracks are loaded with bright 
horns and turntable trickery, Afro-Cuban rhythms 
and drum'n'bass tempos are as common as breaks, 
and the MCing hops from tongue to tongue - 
African, French, English - almost as quickly. It is, in 
short, pretty joyful music, a collection that suggests 
Africa is not one to muse upon its plight. 

An altogether darker picture of the continent 
can be found in Stefan Danielson's work, a Swedish 
artist whose ugly-beautiful tan-coloured pictures 
and multi-media collages (bitedead.blogspot.com) 
focus on plague, voodoo and a warlike primitivism 
that's become distinctly unfashionable in these post- 
Colonial times. A Danielson image appears on the 
sleeve of Racket, the new album from British noise 
provocateurs Whitehouse, which also uses African 
sounds and images as source material. Here, William 
Bennett has happened on a new tool, the djembe, 
a goblet-shaped hand drum known to create 
trance-like states among players and dancers alike. 

On 'Dyad', Bennett's own rolling rhythms are 
hammered down into a sputtering noise battery 
in the forge of a microprocessor; cracked and 
digitised, but still bearing something of the djembe's 
atavistic, primal thrill. Truthfully, it's the first 
Whitehouse album this decade I'm enjoying more 
for the sounds than the lyrics. Bennett's forthcoming 
project, Afro Noise (afronoise.blogspot.com) plans 
to explore such territory further, so stay tuned. 
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dark matter 

Words: Daniel Spicer 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

Ultralyd 

Conditions For A Piece Of Music (Rune Grammofon) 

Ultralyd's third album is a strange and beautiful 
collision of incongruities that finds them seemingly 
unsure of what they're trying to do, but 
nonetheless doing it perfectly. The Norwegian 
oddballs grew out of a trio featuring drummer 
Morten J Olsen, guitarist Anders Hana and 
legendary Norwegian free-improvising saxophonist 
Frode Gjerstad. With the added heft of bassist 
Kjetil D Brandsdal, their first two albums were 
spontaneous eruptions of turbulent free-rock 
but, following Gjerstad's departure in 2005 and 
the subsequent addition of young saxman Kjetil 
Moster, Ultyralyd now have thrown the map on 
the fire and wilfully struck out into terra incognita. 

Opening track, 'Saprochord', sets the scene 
majestically. Kicking in with a lazy funk backbeat, 
instead of the expected, inevitable bass hook, it's 
slowly adorned with accretions of distant tympani, 
metallic scrapes, and Varesian rattles -steadily 
building a sparse, concrete anti-funk blissfully 



Ultralyd have thrown the map on the fire and 
wilfully struck out into terra incognita 



divorced from the tyranny of the riff. Call it a new 
conception of space music: not just oddly cosmic 
- see Sun Ra's 'Lanquidity' - but also spacious 
enough to produce a musical agoraphobia. 

From there, the album goes on to explore 
these two extremities of form and freedom. There's 
tense, rhythmless, industrial improv: such as 
'Pentassonance II', with its lonely, hanging guitar 
notes and disembodied thumps; or the title track's 
sombre, stationary investigation into overlapping 
tones, with vibraphone and guitar menacingly 
eyeballing each. And then there's the movers: from 
the headache-jazz of 'Musica Imperitiva' - all 
screeching sax, doomsday bass and the drums 
tripping over themselves trying to get to the riff - 
to the grumbling, stumbling guitar-heavy splurge- 
rock of 'Low Waist', and the comatose baritone sax 
honk-hook of 'Comphonie III', overlaid with a 
worrying, ghostly wail that just shouldn't be there. 

Ultralyd are lost all right, in a nightmare 
landscape of their own invention. For God's sake 
don't tell them how to get home. 



Daniel Spicer talks to Morten J Olsen 

Why did Frode Gjerstad leave Ultralyd? 

"After our first UK tour, he told me that he'd had 
enough of 'banana' touring, meaning travelling 
in rent-a-wrecks, playing for door money, sleeping 
on floors and so on. I suppose Ultralyd is still a bit 
'banana' and will stay 'banana' a little longer too. " 
How much of the album is improvised? How 
much is composed? 

"About 50/50. Some is really composed, as in 
even notated. Some is structured, or perhaps 
constructed in clear ways asking for specific 
manoeuvrings within given frames. Small sections 
are totally freely improvised and some have rigid 
(or not) pitch-sets as a starting point." 
Sun Ra, Edgard Varese and Tony lommi go into 
a bar. Who buys the beers? 
"Sun Ra would already have convinced Edgard 
and Tony to carry him to the bar in a sedan chair. 
Frank Zappa, who happened to be in town, 
would take care of the belly dancers, hookahs 
and colourful drinks." 



Richard Hawley 



Lady's Bridge (Mute) 

After being nominated for the Mercury Music 
Prize for his last album, Coles Corner, Hawley 
has high expectations to meet. His fourth 
record, Lady's Bridge finds his deep, smooth 
baritone roll across silky ballads, inky, 
smudged late night songs, as he guides 
us across the famous northern landmark 
that links the poor to the affluent parts of 
town. Gentle songs sang in simple couplets 
sidestep smarminess, although at points 
teeter dangerously between heart-wrenching 
and gut-wrenching. Love songs break out 
into schmoozy waltzes and conjure images 
of romance and cigarettes, dark suits and 
handsome strangers, hurried, secret love 



affairs, backdrops soaked by lashings of rain. 
And the darkness he sings of is thick and 
velvet, majestic, epic; Lady's Bridge being the 
perfect epithet for this intimate collection. 
Emily Graham 



Hello Cuca! 



Incrucificables (Rompepistas) 

Subversive, sarcastic, intrepid girl punk from 
Spain: tunes lollop like Kathleen Hanna let 
loose in a warehouse full of Go-Go's B-sides, 
lyrics are funny-smart and make reference to 
punk rock boys and bad calligraphy, and cats 
stuck up trees. The production is tinny, early 
Eighties NewWave, the cover is hand drawn, 
the songs are all in Spanish (with handy 
convoluted English translations provided) 



and the overall spirit is one of FUN, fun with 
a vigorous Riot Grrrl edge, like drinking liquid 
cocaine in a bar full of kill rock stars sorts. 
Come sing along now, "R-E-T-A-R-D/Come 
with me to beat a punk rocker tonight. . . " 
Everett True 



Justice Yeldham 



Cicatrix (Sweat Lung) 



Toxic Lipstick 



Prisoner Of Hormones (Dual Plover) 

Justice Yeldham is an Australian fellow 

who makes power electronics by means of 
pushing contact mic'd pieces of glass against 
his face. Blood is more or less inevitable, as 
the booklet accompanying this collection of 
recordings cheerfully shows. He plays at 



experimental festivals and makes sound 
out of things built for other purposes, so 
it's art. Obviously. So long as you're not 
disingenuous enough to make out this 
is built on impulses radically different to 
Jackassor whatever, 'tis all legitimate fun. 

Mr Yeldham also has a label, Dual Plover, 
which releases a lot of eye-explodingly trashy 
music. Toxic Lipstick, two Sydney women 
making a very optimistic pretence of being 
1 4-year-old girls, represent this gamely. 
Perhaps the first true post-Gravy Train ! ! ! ! 
band, Prisoner Of Hormones sprays pseudo- 
adolescent bawd over flea market keyboards 
with results primed to surprise and annoy 
on homemade mix CDs everywhere. 
Noel Gardner 
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Oxbow 

The Narcotic Story (Hydra Head) 

When it arrives, it'll come out of nowhere, and there'll be 
little stopping it. San Fran cult legends Oxbow aren't for 
everyone. But then since when did everyone know shit? A 
comparative lull from the likes of predecessor An Evil Heat, 
The Narcotic Story remains a lurching beast with the sideward momentum 
of a thousand horses. Only these horses are sick. Semi-spoken word eyes of 
the storm pepper proceedings, as has become their modus operandi. Or at 
least they'd be classifiable as 'spoken word' if mountainous vocalist Eugene 
Robinson didn't execute lines with compelling slurring intensity of a guy 
you'd down a pint of vodka to avoid down the local drinking establishment. 
"When it rains, it fucking pours, " he intones with ominous desperation 
during 'A Winner Every Time'. And so it is: this is for dark, dank nights when 
you're treading through puddles in alleyways the right-minded would never 
venture down. Summer, in this world, doesn't exist, doesn't matter. The 
deranged, despondent effect, though, means nothing much else does. 
Adam Anonymous 

in the studio: oxbow 

We watched: "Our souls slip away, the ass of the hot Romanian second 
engineer, the back of Joe Chiccarelli's head as he crafted a masterpiece from 
a heedful of mush. The one televised event we took two hours out to watch 
one night was the UFC because I am a degenerate fight fan. Otherwise it 
was a visuals-free experience, unless you count the horrible Sixties decor 
of the filthy, hippie-stinking Record Plant whose history includes recordings 
by Stevie Wonder (he's blind), Prince (he's not) and Metallica (whose records 
sound like ass)." 

We listened to: " Endless, endless reprises of Oxbow. Oxbow on Oxbow. 
And on top of that, even more Oxbow." 

We ate: "Lots of Thai food, which comfortably accommodates vegetarians 
(Niko, Joe) as it does inveterate meat eaters (me and the rest). . . " 
(Eugene Robinson) 



King Khan And The Shrines ■JVhstahFAB 



What Is? (Hazlewood) 

Normally I come to such a wilfully 
retrogressive record in fits of tears at the 
pointlessness of it all. And believe me, King 
Khan and his Shriney pals are shockingly 
retro, so much so it's hard to credit that it's 
not at least 40 years old. Is it even possible to 
find recording equipment so harsh-sounding 
any more? Not helping matters, the last blog 
entry on their website is dated 08/08/1 969. 
Bizarrely, I don't hate it. The whole enterprise 
is pretty fantastic, it's raucous, skuzzy with 
big dollops of brass and quite thoughtfully 
distils the entire contents of the Nuggets box 
sets into one handy 50-minute bucket of 
rock, saving me the bother of hunting for 
miscellaneous CDs behind the couch. Catchy 
as hell, too, and I love it. Damn their eyes. 
The Corpo 



Liars (Mute) 

Shock one: a familiarity both striking 
and unexpected. Shock two: affirmably 
traditional, albeit only in the perverse sense 
with which we have the privilege to use the 
term. Shock three: absence of conceptual 
thread. I mean -we want witches or similar, 
bewildering songtitles, meta-industrial 
crunches or other doom-filled epiphanies. 
And humour -that oft-forgotten ingredient 
they execute with crooked sophistication. 

The only certainty Liars offer is that they 
will confound any prediction we make. This is 
their pop album - a curious accomplishment, 
at first baffling, but later entirely compelling. 
It devours heavy riffs, lo-fi melody, even trip 
hop beats, with earnest and playful 
enthusiasm. The familiarity initially charges 
them with unoriginality or (deep breath) 
laziness, but it is in the subtler depths beyond 
that they reveal their evil-eyed genius. 
Persevere until it clicks. Pop will beat itself. 
DrSwan 



The Baydestnan (SMC) 

You get that? He ain't a pedestrian, he's a 
Baydestrian. He don't walk he, er, bounces? 
Glides? NO! Both! They does it every way in 
the Bay, as if y'all didn't already know. And if 
you don't, about half the tracks here will set 
you right, regulation hyphy along the line of 
(but sadly not including) the Ray Parker Jr 
jacking, 'Ghost Ride It', so by definition the 
most exciting music being made in the world 
today. The other half is less immediate but 
ultimately more rewarding, an uninhibited 
portrait of life in the Bay setting out exactly 
why they party so hard in the first place, 
tracks like 'Crack Baby Anthem' and the 
epicly quotable closer '1 00 Bars Of Reality', 
breaking down what he calls the four P's of 
the black legacy: "Pyramids, plantations, 
projects, and prisons ". 
Ringo P Stacey 



Free Pop (Morviscous) 

While manyofthecurrentyoung London jazz 
groups seem fixated with Eighties no wave 
and punk-funk, it's refreshing to find in 
Morviscous an instrumental outfit exploring 
a far less fashionable era of experimentalism 
- early-Seventies art-prog. The Canterbury 
Scene is clearly the major influence.Tracks 
like 'Abdominator' recall the sophisticated 
funkof Gilgamesh or Hatfield AndThe North, 
while 'The UnassumingWarmth Of A Night 
Bus' with its bassoon solo, limpid vibraphone 
interlude and devious time signatures could 
easily be a lost Henry Cowtune. Fiddly, 
precise drums are the driving force, fleshed- 
out by beefy bass, twin guitar shades and 
Elton Dean-ish sax. It's self-consciously 
cerebral, almost deliberately un-rocking 
stuff that could maybe do with having its 
edges roughed up a little - but it's always 
good to hear people using their brains. 
Daniel Spicer 



My Brightest Diamond 



Bring Me The Workhouse 
(Asthmatic Kitty) 

Don't you just hate receiving an album that 
comes with a cover sticker likening it to other 
artists? Surely the point of making music is to 
sound like yourself, not your heroes? 

Upon listening to Shara Wordens' debut, 
I can see why her PR people have chosen the 
usual easy female comparisons. Bring Me 
The Workhorse is reminiscent of already- 
established shrieking harpies and moody 
chanteuses, but her strong voice and a 
metaphysical theme mixed in with a bit of 
magic sets this apart from those that have 
gone before. What stops this from being life- 
changing is that although Worden's clear, 
wavering vocals swirl like incantations over 
music that threatens to explode every few 
bars, there is hesitation. It verges on the 
polite side of hysteria. Really, it would be 
nice to see her let rip and go postal. 
Natalie Boxall 



Danbert Nobacon And The 
| Pine Valley Cosmonauts 



The Library Book Of The World 
(Bloodshot) 

Nobacon's band Chumbawamba had an 
enormous hit with 'Tubthumping'. They were 
offered a £1 million by Nike to use it for an 
advertisement, but refused it on the basis 
of Nike's sweatshop labour policies. Not 
everyone sells out, you know. 

Vocally, this comes on like Tom Waits 
or Jim Dickinson with a country band who 
sometimes go folk, sometimes rock out. In 
his autobiography, Nobacon's cohort Boff 
Whalley talks of the point at which rebellion 
either becomes a part of growing up, or a 
part of your life. Nobacon has kept to the 
rockier paths, reporting back here like John 
Pilger astride the Yorkshire/Lancashire 
border. He takes on global imperialisms 
past and present, his jaded gaze misses very 
little, yet a charming sense of humour always 
sugars the pill. 'The Last Drop In The Glass' 
covers Churchill andTruman, ecological 
disaster, petrodollars and the arms trade. 

As a guide to what has been and is yet 
to arrive, this record will set you up for the 
next hundred years. It's a continuation in 
the great tradition, Mekons, Woody Guthrie, 
AbiezerCoppe. 
Steve Hanson 



O'Death 



Head Home (City Slang) 

Bravo, O'Death, for a viable Rain Dogs\o\ the 
Noughties. Absurdly theatrical, and twisted 
beyond recognition, Head Home recalls 
Tom Waits' ambitious, subversive songcraft. 
Bravo too for Greg Jamie's mashed-up vocal 
hybrid ofsquawkers Frank Black, Jack White 
and Daniel Dale Johnston, forced through a 
meatgrinder and played at Lucifer's personal 
barn dance. It tops noisy skiffle, violin 
scratched folk and pirate commiseration, 
letting up in speed only to hit you with 
ransacked poetry: "Although it wasn't mine 
to keep/I ripped your dress from last night's 
sleep/You fell to bed, I woke you up, now all 
I've done will do you wrong/I drank the wine 
from years long gone/No one here is left to 
call me a friend". Most words hide 'neath 
rust-drenched ukulele and mould-infested 
fiddle but tales of fantastical woe are certain 
to be rife. City Slang's newest bearded New 
York sextet are frighteningly entertaining. 
Tom Howard 



Prinzhorn Dance School 



Prinzhorn Dance School (DFA) 

Baby's got the lazy-ass blues. This is about 
as stripped down as DFA is ever going to 
get. Barely-there drums and page-1 0-in- 
the-beginner's-book bass guitar make the 
perfect cushion forTobin Prinz's vocals to 
sit down and chill out on. He calls his own 
responses, occasionally backed by Suzi 
Horn's (too cute to) Riot Grrrl yelps. The lyrics 
are sparse and vague, yet utterly enchanting. 
Sixteen tracks, only one of which bothers 
the three-and-a-half minute mark, yet 
they somehow tickle every remote anxiety, 
annoyance and fear of modern living: the 
minutiae of a tedious existence become 
a window to an over-active mind. A brief 
lesson in learning everything about nothing 
in particular. Being DFA, of course, there's 
also the option of switching off the cerebral 
cortex, momentarily and dancing to the beat 
- but be prepared to jostle into disappointed 
hipsters wondering where the synths went. 
HayleyAvron 



R Kelly 



Double Up (Sony/BMG) 

In Woody Allen's misanthropic bilefest 
Deconstructing Harry, there's a scene 
where Woody's discussing astrology with 
an African-American prostitute he's hired. 
" Do you know what a black hole is? " he 
asks. "Sure, hon," comes the reply, " It's 
how I make my living" . On this album's 'Sex 
Planet' R Kelly jokes on the same pun except 
HE'S NOT JOKING.Then half-a-minute later 
he promises to take a trip to the "planet Ur- 
anus" and he's still not joking. Unfortunately, 
much of the rest is a bit of a chore, but that 
he sings 'Sex Planet' with a straight face is 
certifiable genius, in more senses than one. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Short Sharp Shock (Earache) 

Through most of Short Sharp Shockyou get 
the impression that SSS are closing their eyes 
incredibly tightly and by sheer force of will 
returning to the dark days of the early 
Eighties when their brand of hi-octane thrash 
was distributed by tape and fanzine-flexi 
only. Earache are smart to pick up on these 
loveable Liverpudlians cos the thrash revival 
will never go away and the 1 7 songs here 
are such lovingly crafted pipebombs of 
Metallica/Slayer riff-carnage you find 
yourself imagining it spewing from your 
teenage tapedeck, a fizzless can of Quattro 
warming on your windowsill as you reload 
YieArKung-Fu onto your C64 one more 
time, just before nipping to the park for 
a crafty hank on a bag of bostik 

If I could only undrop my balls I'd be 
there man. Lovin' it. 
Neil Kulkarni 



Spider Vomit 



Widows Walk (Unstable Ape) 

Banned for life from a Melbourne club 
for smoking on stage (gee, is this what 
passes for rebellion nowadays?) these 
troublemakers put on live shows that are 
loco like locomotive accidents. That said, 
I'm astonished they've managed to record 
anything, let alone a five-tracker as good 
as this. Singers Craig and Hannah bring 
a satanic mischief to their duets, while Gill's 
snotty Stooges riffs bully their way through 
the oil-crude mix. 'Tail Points To Hell' 
describes a gory ride to rock bottom with 
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disturbing refrains and a nifty Jimmy Page 
break at the end. Elsewhere, a tip of the horn 
to RTX and Seventies bovine power-chord 
beasts Buffalo. Spidey try their best to sound 
like a bad acid trip, but ultimately they fail. 
Widows Walkls some good stuff! 
Shane Moritz 



Ga Ga Ga Ga Ga (Anti) 

The original title for Spoon's sixth album 
was Ga Ga Ga Ga Ga Ga Ga. Seven Gas. 
And somewhere between rough draft and 
final product the decision was made to 
cut. From seven to six to five. A meticulous, 
unknowable rationale, and perfectly in tune 
with Spoon's opaque, ga-ga minimalist pop. 
They continue to play the sort of songs that 
have filled their past three albums: bare, 
repeating piano and guitar lines, spurts of 
threadbare soul, Britt Daniel's lolling non 
sequitur lyrics. The New Yorker condensed 
their style to three words: " Reduction, 
precision, confusion". Choruses, bridges, 
basslines all exactly rendered, skeletal and 
beautiful and funky- and then sudden, 
crazed lapses; everything gone wildly, 
wickedly off the rails. 

It makes for some of the most exciting 
indie rock being made: anaesthetised post- 
punk, busted-up Motown, Let It Returned 
into music for dancing through traffic. 
Sean Michaels 



Seraf ina Steer 



Cheap Demo Bad Science 
(Static Caravan) 

One moment, you think of The Raincoats - 
the gentle, lilting playfulness: the way Steer's 
posh girl voice recalls Ana de Silva - but then 
you realise the debut album from this English 
harpist is too mannered. Next, you think of 
LeafcutterJohn or Laurie Anderson, for the 
atmospherics and cordiality (there's a 
beautiful laidback cover of Brian Eno's 'By 
This River'; strings and accordion also colour 
the music) - but then you realise this feels far 
too pastoral. Also, 'Council Flat' boasts the 
brilliantly jarring lyric, " Bring it on... 
wanker", in the middle of harp radiance. 
Then you do a double-take - whoa, harp: no, 
this doesn't really recall Joanna, despite its 
deep silences - and start enjoying the 
experience. Subtle, delicate, magical. 
Everett True 



The Takeovers 



Bad Football (OFF) 

Since announcing the retirement of the 
greatest lo-fi party band ever, Guided By 
Voices, Robert Pollard's subsequent solo 
career has tended towards the mannered, 
portraying Pollard as a cultured post-punk 
psych songsmith with a deft hand, where 
ramshackle rough-housing was once his 
style. The Ta keovers, a duo formed with 
collaborator Chris Sluserenko, returns Pollard 
to the lo-fi studio to let loose like he once 
did, eschewing hushed fragments in favour 
of ragged lo-fi rock. With an ambience akin 
to Neil Young's shitkicking later albums with 
Crazy Horse, the crashing art of Takeovers 
takes in meaty rockouts ('Kicks At The Gym') 
and curious but moving piano balladry 
('Music For Us'), with a similar bonhomie as 
GBV at their best. A retro treat for the lo-fi 
aficionado, but there's a rustic charm to this 
set that'll win over any with a penchant for 
precious melodies played with lusty abandon. 
Stevie Chick 



Tenniscoats 



Totemo Aimasho (Room 40) 

More ambient and pastoral then their fellow 
Japanese naive pop exponents Maher Shalal 
Hash Baz - but equally as affecting, equally 
as moving; with a fervent belief in the 
attraction of clatter and neatly discordant 
brass-thenewalbum from International 
Pop Underground duoTenniscoats sounds 
like the musical equivalent of a well-kept 
lawn: pleasant, relaxing, timeless, stretching 
on forever. . .with just a hint of fresh-cut 
grass. Bells jangle. Voices carol gently to 
themselves. Sometimes, flute wails beauty. 
So beautiful and so quiet as to be almost not 
there, Totemo Aimasho is special indeed. 
Everett True 





Tiny Masters Of Today 



Bang Bang Boom Cake (Mute) 

It's hard to know how to be fair to this 
album: treat it as novelty and you're an 
ageist in reverse; ignore the fact it was made 
by really young people and you miss out 
on what makes the megaphonically gurgled 
voices wanting to "Stick it to the man " 
so appealing. More knowing than most 
bopping tots, though, the Tiny Masters sound 
way too cool to be trivialised. 

However, kids are not supposed to be 
cool. Pre-pubescent teens have been 
sexualised for the bogeyman paedophile, 
who easily beats the terrorist for the Public 
Enemy No 1 spot.They've been fetishised 
through American beauty pageants and 
Lindsey Lohan films. They've been trivialised 
as icons for universal suffering in End Poverty 
Now campaigns. And now, Tiny Masters Of 
Today do a pretty convincing version of the 
Jon Spencer electric blues with the right 
balance between alienated and over-excited, 
sexy and asexual, trendy and naive. 

It sounds great, but leaves you with 
the feeling that finally, our image of kids 
has returned to what it was before the 
renaissance - tiny versions of adults with 
oversized heads. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Turbo Fruits 



Turbo Fruits (Ark) 

As you'd expect from half of Be Your Own 
Pet, this is an album with both grubbiness 
and effervescence. And the twosome of 
guitarist/vocalist Jonas Stein and drummer 
John Eatherley keep the pace up throughout 
a debut release that has more than its fair 
share ofsatisfyingly silly moments, including 
adaftcoverof'RamblinRose'.WhileBYOP 
can at times be wilfully difficult, hammering 
riffs into the ground via splashy cymbals and 
steel-clanging feedback, the Turbo Fruits' 
stripped-down sound, has more space within 
which to play, bringing the vocals to the 
fore in the same way that the tunes aren't. 
A diversion without being too diverse, the 
joy of the performances is abundant - even 
if the songwriting is occasionally on the 
garage-rehearsal side. 
Joe Shooman 



Dirty Space Disco (Tigersushi) 

The art of the edit is a subtle one. Remixers 
can remake a track from scratch, but a great 
edit is almost indistinguishable from the 
original, except intangibly better, way more 
danceable, weirder and cooler. Paris-based 
triumvirate Dirty Sound System are masters 
of the judicious edit thatturns a diverting old 



Astral Social Club 

Neon Pibroch (Important) 
Neil Campbell 

Sol Powr (astralsocialclub@hotmail.co.uk) 

The rush of endless, ecstatic forward motion that powers 
all of Neil Campbell's work as Astral Social Club is both 
enjoyably disconcerting and beautifully simple. Picked apart, Neon Pibroch's 
layers of drone, filter, pulse, analogue flutter and organ shimmer reveal 
straightforward psychedelic motifs, bright birds flying at a strobing sun - but 
it's a flock that swarms, overlaps and flits apart with such speed and grace 
that the amassed effect is, at times, as close a simulacrum of infinity as ever 
was wrung from drone, loop, delay and imagination. The feverish thrum and 
feedback swoops of 'Tripel Foment' and the title track give way to 'The Big 
Spree', which smoothes out the quicksilver oscillations into a stately drone 
only to introduce high-end shivers as the track fragments into looped vocals. 
Throughout, the shudders of noise are underpinned by the same melodic 
sensibility that made Cluster the unsung heroes of Krautrock, or Feather 
F/oaf-period OOIOO the most exhilarating of all the Japanese psych bands: 
at the heart of their work, and Campbell's, lies the glowing seed of a pop 
song or ancient mode, nurtured with loving interference into impossible 
growths, shapes and colours. 

The self-released Sol Powr draws together a number of Campbell's 
more hard-to-find vinyl and download outings. These rarities see Campbell 
channelling some unlikely sounds -the acid trance bubbles of 'Rolling 
Exploding', the top-end barrage of 'Fuzzjam/Dub', or 'Sky Full Of Love', 
pulsing like a lost-in-space Suicide - amid the more expected but no less 
welcome mantras to the transcendent power of treble and tremor. 
Frances Morgan 



tune into a masterpiece with just a few 
tweaks. And they know just the right tunes 
to pick, drawing on madly diverse sources 
like Cat Stevens and Frankie Valli to produce 
their inventive sounds. This, their first disc for 
Tigersushi, is a fresh interpretation of cosmic 
disco - a mix of unplaceable weird disco, 
new wave and supernaturally slow Italo 
grooves, a captivating, out-there twist on 
a hodge-podge of random old stuff. 
Robin Wilks 



Fabric 35: Ewan Pearson (Fabric) 

Ewan Pearson's never been lumped in with 
any musical genre, and this talented Scot 
doesn't exactly act the purist in compiling 
this powerful mixture of music. It's easy to be 
eclectic, but what's brilliant here is how well 
he forges the links between the varied styles; 
Pearson doesn't just bring out the best in the 
records he plays, he also pushes them closer 
together. This mix bridges the fissures 
between rich, deep minimalism, cosmic 
space disco and explosive post-punk. He's 
managed to combine a bunch of amazing 
records in such a way as to make them sound 
inseparable. Not bad for someone who 
claims DJ-ing is his "third or fourth job". 
Robin Wilks 



I Could Never Make That MusicAgain 
(Sub Rosa) 

" I think what I'm about to say you may find 
somewhat disappointing," speaks Fred Judd. 
"As far as electronic music is concerned, 
there is very little call for it. Very few people 
over here listen to any new kinds of music. 
The so-called pop music-The Beatles and 
so on, the teenager's music - and the record 
companies over here will not make records 
of any kind of music unless they think it will 
sell, sell a lot of records." 

Judd was an audio engineer from the 
BBC's RadiophonicWorkshop of the Sixties, 
and his gloomy prognosis opens this drifting, 
oddly affecting audio collage. Compiled by 
radio interviewers Jean-Philippe Renoult and 
Jean-Yves Leloup, it's a collection of speech 



snippets of some of electronic music's great 
and good -AphexTwin, Derrick May, Alec 
Empire, The Residents -scattered among 
drifting samples and snippets yielded from 
the earliest electronic music experiments of 
the Fifties and Sixties. Pleasurable both as 
academic study and as pure ambience, / 
Could Never Make That Music. . . is serene 
and meditative, an audio map of electronic 
music's soul. 
Louis Pattison 



Lindstrom: LateNightTales (Azuli) 

The 1 8th in the series that has also found a 
home for FourTet and Kid Loco's midnight 
marauding, sees the prolific Norweigan 
electro producer rustling through his dusty 
old boxes of vinyl. The mood shifts from the 
soporific to the sublime: Carly Simon's early 
Eighties hit 'Why?' nestles up to Farah's 
Chicks On Speed-esque 'Law Of Life', while 
Dusty Springfield's 'Baby Blue' is juxtaposed 
with Lindstrom's own audacious cover of 
Vangelis' 'Let It Happen' and George Duke's 
trippy, ambient flute on 'North Beach'. 
Chris Ballard 



Young Jeezy Presents USDA 



Cold Summer (Def Jam) 

Ah, Young Jeezy. A go-getter who stacks that 
paper and moves white gurls like Christina 
Aguilera. Or at least that's how he sees it, 
blessedly ignorant of how he really comes 
across, somewhere between grime MC 
Bruza, Bruce Springsteen and Tommy Walsh, 
the builder from Ground Force. Focused and 
gruff with a commendable proletarian work 
ethic, check-shirt swapped for white T but 
still sweaty, and just ever so slightly dull. On 
the back of the surprise smash album The 
Inspiration (one of only a handful of rap 
albums to go platinum last year) this time 
he's been allowed to bring his crew along, 
Blood Raw and Slick Pulla (USDA) who waste 
no time in making like Crabb and Goyle from 
the Harry Potter books. Enjoyably brainless 
corporate thuggin', does exactly what it says 
on the tin. 
Ringo P Stacey 
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phantom power 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: lanCarr 

Things that go boom in the night: 
the spectres circling techno's tomb 

Mordant Music: The Tower Parts VI 1 1 -XVI 1 1 (Mordant 
Mordant Music: Carrion Squared (Mordant Music) 
Rolan Vega: Documentary (Community Library) 
Deepchord: Deepchord presents Echospace (Modern 
Dopplereffekt: Calabi Yau Space (Rephlex) 
Frank Bretschneider: Rhythm (Raster-Noton) 

From the languid grooves of space disco to the 
outer-limits public service broadcasts of the Ghost 
Box label, electronic music seems to be in one of 
its periodic states of retro-fetishism that puts me in 
mind of the alternate world created by Philip K Dick 
in The Man In The High Castle, in which the lines 
between 'authentic' and forged antiquities are 
simultaneously of huge importance and rendered 
almost obsolete by the growing expertise of the 
forgers. For every label trumpeting its artists' 
reliance on analogue technology comes a lessening 
of importance of that fact, as synth emulators step 
up to an almost indistinguishable level and the 
ensuing music is invariably disseminated and 
listened to by digital means. But the aesthetic 
abides: a rejection of overly processed, coldly 
synthetic sound, and with it, an opening up of 
extra-musical associations from the past, from space 
exploration to psychic phenomena; from cosmic 
disco parties to Earth Mysteries and horror movies. 

Plan B faves Mordant Music seem admirably 
immune to the awkward self-consciousness that 
often accompanies the adoption of such an 
aesthetic, while retaining a distinctive idea of 

gast and future playfully welded and tinkered 
wtih^TTl&Jmter Parts VIII-XVIII is a darkly ambient 
recording that starts like an early electronic film 
score and then filters in fuzzed guitars and low-end 
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Whistling organs 
set to 'cosmic pan 
pipe' phase in and 
out of tune around 
a Cluster-style 
drum machine 



Music) 



Love) 



wibbles until it's an unhealthy confluence 
of industrial, drum'n'bass and metal. 
Carrion Squared is a frequently beautiful 
ghost-hunt through the Mordant psyche, 
40-odd mini-soundscapes that seem to 
come from a British electronic collective 
consciousness where jaunty, skeletal synth 
melodies signify 'the future' and murky beats are 
lodged like estuary mud under ourfingernails. 

The 'hauntology' tag that flits around such music 
has so far been applied to a primarily British esoteric/ 
nostalgic narrative, so it's interesting to come across 
Chicagoan Rolan Vega's impressionistic post- 
electro. As both his album and label name suggest, 
Vega's preoccupation with the anonymous charms 
of old library music gets a thorough airing on 
the first half of Documentary, with semi-choral 
soundscapes and bleep-bloop arpeggios echoing 
early Boards Of Canada's take on the KPM Library 
Series sound. But the dark, noise-infused spin- 
cycle of the hypnotic '4 Autiim' would send any 
respectable music library into a mild psychic panic, 
recalling the semi-industrial kosmischery of Dieter 
Moebius and Max Beerbohm's 1 976 album 
Doppelschnitt -while 'Surface Cleanser' would 
give the custodians of such an establishment 
enough of a taste of a Pan Sonic-style future to 
file Mr Vega strictly under 'Protect And Survive'. 

A different kind of retro can be found on 
Deepchord Presents Echospace, a collaboration 
between Rod 'Deepchord' Modell and Steve Hitchell 
that uses a fully analogue setup to re-navigate the 
zone on the Venn diagram between Basic Channel 
dub and Detroit techno. The analogue hiss, while a 
little over-used, is a weatheryjoy, swooshing around 



most every track like a soft blizzard, but behind that 
it can be a hard record to engage with, existing 
always on the peripheries of the attention - 
although closer 'Empyrean' is a multi-textured, 
gently clattering dubscape imbued with both 
mystery and a crunchy, bubbly sweetness. 

As an anonymous group of Detroit bods 
affecting German pseudonyms, identities unknown 
since their mid-Nineties beginnings, Dopplereffekt 
are well upon this whole mystery thing, and 
contrive an unheimlich atmosphere right from 
the spectral robot fairground theme that opens 
Calabi Yau Space. While this soon speckles out into 
modulated glitch, the mood is set for a pleasantly 
knowing collection of retro-futurist ambient works 
that emulates Kraftwerk's statelier set-pieces ('Hall 
Of Mirrors', mainly) with not a little self-indulgence: 
'Hyperelliptic Surfaces' is 1 2 minutes long, a nod 
to the creeping prog-isms filtering into dance and 
electronica. The shorter tracks fare better, with 
fragile science lullabies and cavernous, spacey 
tension giving way to 'Dimension 1 1 ', a piece of 
batshit radiophonic whimsy in which whistling 
organs set to 'cosmic pan pipe' phase in and out of 
tune around a Cluster-style drum machine. 

Meanwhile, over in the real Germany, I notice 
that even Raster-Noton's Frank Bretschneider has 
a sinister track named, in Phildickian homage, 'We 
Can Remember It For You Wholesale' on his new 
album. What little I've heard of Rhythm so far 
reassures me that it's as futuristic as you'd expect 
from Raster-Noton - and yet somehow the 
cumulative effect of its shivery digital funk and 
sharp swirls of twisting noise and phantom filters 
is never less than thoroughly haunting. 



brief notes 




Atavist/Nadja 

12012291920/ 
v1414101(lnvada) 

UK ambient doom 
merchants meet their 
Canadian counterparts 
halfway, resulting in two tracks dredged up 
from a mid-Atlantic trough. The plucky sound 
engineer captured sub-bass whale moans 
and decaying phosphorescence trails before 
five thousand metres of ocean crushed the 
mixing desk. (AB) 
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The Bad Luck 
Charms 

Almanac (Consumer) 

A flamboyantly 
articulate collection 
■*"^ from this Fall-esque 
Tasmanian trio, documenting life on the 
fringe with anger, pith and a rhythm guitar 
that never stops churning. The ballads about 
growing up are so poignant they could have 
been written by Grant McLennan. (SM) 

Beezwax 

Presents Sting 
Operation 
(Out In The West) 

Superior Brit-hop 
producer's album serves 
up a selection of noises from silky to sullied, 
hesitant beats and mournful synth quartets. 
The lesser-known MCs (Kashajaurus) go 
full-throttle, more impressive than the big 
names (Klashnekoff) on autopilot. (RS) 

Bergraven 

Dodsvisioner 
(Hydra Head) 

Swedish black metal 
which thrills more than 
it confounds. A heaving 
chunk of apocalyptic ill-will and nonlinear 

headfuckery which progs out one moment 
and chugs like a faceful of carnivorous flying 
reptiles the next. (JP) 

Blue States 

First Steps Into 

(Memphis 

Industries) 

An album of light and 
dark, one minute 
declaring Doomsday in pixelated synth 
explosions, the next sliding a comforting 
hand into the soul with elaborate string 
arrangements. (JF) 

Turner Cody 

Quarter Century 
(Boy Scout) 

Recorded in four days 
in Paris and Brooklyn, 
Quarter Century 
features Herman Dune on bass and drums, 
and is almost alarmingly mature, steeped in 
the ghosts of SoHo and (US) anti-folk zing. 
Literate, and deceptively catchy. (ET) 

Earthless 

Rhythms From a 
Cosmic Sky (Tee Pee) 

San Diego's answer to 
epic Krautrock-via- 
Japan mind-melting 
brain-twisting psych-feedback rock.Two 
monster tracks plus a good Groundhogs 
cover, 'Cherry Red'. About the only thing 
missing is mescaline and a desert. (NR) 









Luc Ferrari 

Didascalies 
(Sub Rosa) 

Recorded shortly before 
the musique concrete 
pioneer's death in 2005, 
these three pieces for piano, viola and tape 
are the sound of a high brow concealing 
a mischievous brain, hopping between near- 
silence and skittering exploration like a gang 
of professors high on musty books. (AB) 

Green Peppers 

Domino Mornings 
(NeonTetras) 

Nice slide guitar in the 
this second solo release 
fromJimMcCulloch(ex 
Soup Dragons, BMX Bandits). Arching vocal 
harmonies lift gentle guitars to a sweet but 
melancholic effect, and Isobel Campbell 
shows her face. (MD) 

iifl I Grizzlytwister 

4l I Ontblod (Midmarch) 
H I Totally fucking brutal 
: •-.! screamo-hardcorefrom 
Gavle, Sweden. The 
gimmick here being that 
the bass and one layer of guitar is replaced 
by dual synthesisers that fizzle and frazzle 
like alien death rays trained on your temples. 
Tremble puny humans! Your tin foil hats will 
not save you now. (LP) 

Maserati 

Inventions For The 
New Season 
(Golden Antenna) 

A smooth blend of Run 
Like Hell, Script For A 
Jesters TearandThe Edge off Rattle And Hum. 
When Starbucks start selling post-rock in 
201 8, this album will be top of their list. (JD) 

Mewgatz 

Underfelt 

(One Inch Badge) 

Tender mechanics and 
loft-space constellations 
courtesy of Oxford's 
Ed McGregor. Unloved mini-robots put out 
tiny feelers into the cosmos; a man sat on 
a threadbare, flowery carpet feeds them 
crystallised, quizzical melodies. (LS) 

Moha! 

Norwegianism 
(Rune Grammofon) 

Spend a merry 35 
minutes with the free 
jazz/improvduoof 
Morten J Olsen on drums and Anders Hana 
on total fucking racket.They will reward you 
with a glorious skronk and clatter with which 
to rinse your brain at the end of a troubled 
and wearisome day. (EA) 

Monkey Farm 
Frankenstein 

Twitch Of The Def 
Nerve (Some Bizarre) 

Portland duo serve 
upahiphop'n'horror 
grab-bag of vintage schlock samples and 
ketchup-budget beats about as fresh as 
a zombie's pants. Twitch Of The Def Nerve 
is amusing Friday night trash fare, so long 
as you can keep the film buffs from the 
door...(AB) 









ON/OXX 

Tribal Heat In A Dead 
Town (Exo) 

DNA-infused post-punk 
from a Brisbane lot 
who heard all the right 
records. Sax, twin drums and a lot of chanting 
add up to a pleasing bout of angular itch and 
scratch. ON/OXX are gone now and only 1 00 
copies of this exist, which is a shame. (EA) 

Other 
Passengers 

We Are All (Something 
In Construction) 

Initially, they follow 
a formula well enough 
-there's Joy Division, there's Echo AndThe 
Bunnymen, there's The Cure, there's tight 
riffs, you hear desperation and so by default 
there's Interpol. There's plenty of Katatonia- 
style metal too, all doomy and dramatic and 
mournful. And it's all pretty good, but I just 
don't know if I hear Other Passengers much 
at all - maybe next time. (NR) 



People 

Misbegotten Man 
(I & Ear) 

■££ Includes 'Interconnected 
" Galaxalization'and 
'But, I Like My Rotten 
Head'. Stream-of-stream-of-dream 
consciousness lyrics messily meander over 
restless drums and primitive guitar from 
a duo desperately trying to tap the outer 
worlds of Sun Ra and Captain Beefheart. 
Not best listened to with a headache. (EA) 
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Pifco 

Pifco 
(Chinchilla-Tone) 

Available on cassette 
only, in a handmade, 
handscreened 
cardboard box. Yeah. Your MP3s probably 
sound like shit anyway. Pifco are a Northern 
guitar'n'drums duo who embrace the no-fi 
clatter; this compiles demo recordings and 
rubs its magnet on The Fall, long-gone 
Nineties blooze scum Doo Rag and Bristol 
champ Steveless.(NG) 

Porter Wagoner 

Wagonmaster (Anti) 

Country and blues 
musicians don't hit 
their peak til they're 
in their sixties, and so 
the case proves to be with 79-year old Porter 
Wagoner, whose new LP skips and spins 
with anguish and playfulness at equal turn, 
sung with the cracked, experienced baritone 
of a survivor and an old school cowboy 
master. (JS) 





The Phonemes 

There's Something 
We've Been Meaning 
To Do (Blocks 
Recording Club) 

Though quieter tracks 
tiptoe towards blandness, there's frequently 
an infectious joy in The Phonemes' 
effortlessly harmonised observations: 
"Every day we discover a new day/All I 
want is to sing about it". But wait, is that 
a euphoric ode to life's surprising beauty, 
or a wry note on how art divides us from 
experience? (ND) 



Ulrich Schnauss 

Goodbye 
(Independiente) 

Sometimes music 
doesn't grab ya. 
Sometimes it's a 
circumstance thing. It took a drive home on 
a hazy Saturday morn' after a Class A binge 
to notice that Schnauss's uber-ambient third 
effort is pretty freakin' stunning. (TH) 

Sleep Research 
Facility 

Deep Frieze 
(Cold Spring) 

Another glorious blast 
of dark ambient from 
Cold Spring. A series of Antarctic coordinates 
form the basis of this total sensory immersion 
in the polar landscape. An endless abyss of 
creaks and drones, buries you alive in the ice 
and allows you to feel the shift of time. (EA) 

tw^r. Swinging Sadie 

C* Songs For Swingers! 

Jfett (Dual Plover) 

^*S Authentically boisterous 

w ^ Thirties-style swing jazz 

with a shrill Antipodean 

lady squawking about tits and dead dogs 

and booze. (NG) 

Telefon Tel Aviv 

1 H LL I O.N Remixes Compiled 

IKL WW (Hefty) 

Having formed to remix 
Nine Inch Nails (and 
very well at that), this 
hyperactively atmospheric post-IDM (and 
everything else) duo has tackled everyone 
from Bebel Gilberto to Apparat along the 
way; the results are a never-never world of 
lush glitch beauty. (NR) 

1 They Came From 
The Stars I Saw 
Them 

Vs Reality 
(Onomatopoeia) 

Sounds a bit like Future 
Sound of London might've sounded, had 
they recorded in commuter belt suburbia 
while worrying whether they had enough 
giro money to last them in cheap sherry. 
A spacy Krautfunk mess; the Silver Apples 
and Funkadelic records must have seemed 
so appealing at the time. (EA) 

Various 

Healing The Divide 
(Anti) 

Bunch of arty dudes get 
together in support of 
His Holiness The Dalai 
Lama; Kronos Quartet backing up a good- 
natured Tom Waits doing his wholeTom 
Waits shtick, the mightily impressive throat 
singing ofThe GyutoTantric Choir, Philip 
Glass, R Carlos Nakai. . .but it's the Waits' 
tracks I'll be coming back to. (ET) 



Brief notes: Euan Andrews, Abi 
Bliss, Marjorie Dawes, Nick Dixon, 
John Doran, Jon Falcone, Noel 
Gardner, Tom Howard, Miranda 
lossifidis, Shane Moritz, James 
Papademetrie, Louis Pattison, 
Ned Raggett, Richard Stacey, 
Lauren Strain, Everett True 
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old wounds 

Words: Joseph Stannard 
Illustration: Miss Led 

Lou Reed, haunted audio and black metal 
depravity: this month's reissues look back in angst 



Lou Reed: Berlin (RCA) 

Wesley Watt and Bill Lincoln: A Gift From Euphoria (Cherry Red) 
Mount Vernon Arts Lab: The Seance At Hobs Lane (Ghost Box) 
Carpathian Forest: Black Shining Leather (Peaceville) 



When Lou Reed - possibly the most objectionable 
individual in popular music, although John Cale 
comes close - released Berlin in 1 973, it was 
probably pretty obvious that he hadn't taken the 
profitable loser's route of writing a break-up album. 
Nope, ol' Lou was way too cynical, mean-spirited 
and uh, 'smart', to spin a few sweet memories 
and regrets into something as straightforwardly 
palatable as that. Berlin sounds like it was written 
from within the poisoned guts of a relationship 
gone cancerous, and worse, Lou - sorry, Lou's 
'character' - doesn't seem to give a fuck about the 



Berlin is a Theatre Of 
Cruelty in the most 
acute and disturbing 



sense 



harm he's inflicting on his lover. He's not only aloof 
and untouchable, but gloating as he facilitates the 
demise of his ill-fated relationship. 

Berlin is a Theatre Of Cruelty in the most acute 
and disturbing sense, because it deals in everyday 
intimacies, exposing them in banal, pornographic 
detail through a jaundiced perspective. Bob Ezrin's 
production is sickly-lush, ladling on the horns and 



strings and backing vocals until 
the whole thing resembles an 
elaborately-iced wedding cake 
made of shit. It works so well 
precisely because it captures 
the chill of something gone too far, when violence 
has perverted something once good out of all 
recognition and callousness has become the glue 
that keeps you together. 'The Bed' is the most 
astonishing song on the album, the narrator 
caught in a reverie at the suicide scene, enjoying 
the dislocation, the bracing cold air of finality. But 
the closing fanfare of 'Sad Song' is a bitter kick in 
the conscience, essaying a blase smugness that 
truly horrifies: "I'm gonna stop wasting my time/ 
Somebody else would have broken both of her 
arms. " Hey! It's the abusive male at his self-justifying 
worst. A nice touch from someone who knows 
the territory all too well. Berlin is truly the death of 
romance, way more extreme than Metal Machine 
Music, and much harder to laugh at. Or like. 

At the other end of the lush spectrum, Wesley 
Watt and Bill Lincoln's 1969 curiosity A Gift From 
Euphoria, which is one of those 'obscure gems' 
bearded wankers like Sean Rowley rave about, but 
which f rustratingly enough turns out to be ace. The 
dreamy, full-cream art-pop opener 'Lisa' would be 
fey if it weren't so tumescently orchestrated - it's 
like the aural equivalent of being gang-raped by 
the soft furnishings department of Debenhams 
while a greetings card writer sits nearby, reading his 
favourite platitudes and masturbating. Urn, that's 
a recommendation. There's also 'Did You Get The 
Letter', which features some shameless fuzz guitar 
overload and a rubbish Dylan impersonation - much 



less offensive than the real thing. Watt and Lincoln 
pile on so many sound effects, you get the impression 
the peak of their defining acid trip coincided with 
their first experience of 'Draft Morning' off The 
Notorious By rd Brothers. Lucky sons of bitches. 

This piece of studiocentric obsessiveness links to 
the most welcome reissue of recent months. Drew 
Mulholland's Mount Vernon Arts Lab have found 
the perfect home with those creepy (they're actually 
very nice) folks at Ghost Box, who have seen fit to 
re-release 2001 's classic of crawling chaos, The 
Seance At Hobs Lane. It's the most focused effort 
from Ghost Box to date, Mulholland sidestepping 
the creaky collagery of Belbury Poly etal in favour of 
1 1 self-contained wyrd mood pieces. Members of 
Belle And Sebastian, Add N To (X), Portishead and 
Coil swirl around in the Radiophonicfog, but that's 
the least interesting thing about this album, an 
eerie, evocative work whose uncanny malevolence 
is tempered by a fusty air of old-fashioned British 
decency, as you might expect from a project inspired 
by the late televisual pioneer, Quatermass creator 
Nigel Kneale. 

Finally, we have Black Shining Leather, the 1 998 
debut from Norway's Carpathian Forest, second 
only to Darkthrone in the sardonic filth stakes. 
Arch-pervert vocalist Nattef rost and his mucky 
mate Nordavind match the grim melancholy of their 
black metal peers with riffs that veer from majestic 
to punkish and oddly moving lyrics touching on 
sadism, post-coital emptiness and the deepest of 
depressions. Black Shining Leather is a more honest 
and engaged portrayal of depravity than Lou ever 
managed, even in his Velvets years. And they look 
better in make-up. 
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Blondie 



EatToThe Beat (EMI) 

I interviewed Blondie once: it was for a joint 
Debbie Harry/Nina Persson Melody Maker 
cover, something about how the leather- 
clad Cardigans singer was the inheritor 
of Debbie's rock chick mantle ... it wasn't 
a success: I went down the pub with the 
band for several bevies first, and spent the 
entire time with Nina and Debbie busting 
for a piss, unable to concentrate. 

Anyway, what was I to ask Debbie Harry 
about? You kinda didn't want her to speak, 
preferred her aloof, unassailable, glacial. . . 
like she is for the entirety of this, Blondie's 
fourth album, originally released in 1 979, 
post-world fame. This is the one where 
they were cruising on easy, effortlessly 
knocking out such sublime pop moments 
as 'Dreaming', 'Union City Blue' and the 
peerless 'Atomic'. (Did any record contain 
such three gorgeous singles this side of 
Ramones?)The rest of the album is excellent, 
too: perky, Sixties beach party-influenced, 
trebly, arty power-pop - maybe not quite the 
equal of the seedy sidewalks and B-movie 
subplots of their debut, but good enough to 
rank alongside B-52s and Shadow Morton. 

A full-length video was released 
simultaneously- pre-MTV, a rarity- mostly 
featuring the band ploughing through the 
album in front of a chosen crowd of NYC 
liggers and hangers-on, Clem Burke a mod 
God on drums, the rest of the band lounge 
lizards pouting it up for the camera, Debbie 
sweetness and vitriol and glamour. It 
features here as a bonus DVD, but the CD 
is shorn of the bonus tracks available on the 
appallingly-mastered 2001 reissue. 

I now own this album six times over. 
Everett True 



Bnon Gysin 



Live In London 1982 (Sub Rosa) 

William S Burroughs accomplice Gysin is 
best known for introducing doomed Rolling 
Stone Brian Jones to the shepherds' music of 
Joujouka. His backing band for this hastily- 
arranged live improvisational appearance 
were best known for being members of The 
Slits (Tessa), funky Pop Group offshoot Rip 
Rig And Panic (Steve) and the Penguin Cafe 
Orchestra. The vocal performance is -in 
places - as incendiary as you'd expect from 
such a well-versed beat poet: Gysin being 
a fine orator, declaiming in rapid-fire style. 
It's the music that is, oddly, the letdown: 
being rather directionless, tepid white funk 
that doesn't serve to enhance Gysin's words. 
But still: a curiosity. 
Everett True 



Bruce Haack 



The Electric Lucifer (OMNI) 

Hard to believe, but Bruce Haack's life was 
more interesting than his music. Raised as 
a Luddite in the Canadian wilderness to 
a nasty woman who beat him and his dad 
fairly regularly, Bruce took solace in booze 
and peyote and built synthesisers without 
any practical knowledge of electronics. 
Championed by no less an actor than Charles 
Laughton, Bruce went to Julliard to study 
music. The Electric Lucifer, released in 1969 
(on Columbia!) is his Moog masterpiece. 
Haack apparently saw 200 1: A Space 
Odyssey SO times and you can hear it in 
this album's spaced-out otherworldliness. 
He saw his mother in the guise of demons 
inside the machines he invented to make 



this music.The vocal tunes eerily evoke the 
cast of ^//-backed by Air. 
Shane Moritz 



The Flying Luttenbachers 



Destroy All Music Revisited 
(Skin Graft) 

Revivified to mark the band's 1 5th 
anniversary, this reissue of the third album 
by Weasel Walter's Chicagoan jazz brutalists 
is an intense, exhausting testament to 
their boundless energy. At times pointy 
and meticulous, at others convulsive and 
impressionistic, this is agile, feral music that 
shapeshifts and evolves, that evades capture 
and giggles insanely as it bounds over 
rooftops. It's maximum-strength skronk, 
lithe hardcore, awkward jazz, dizzying free 
wailing augmented with the giddy hyper- 
activity of prog-punk. 

This expanded edition includes seven 
extra tracks, each roughly as exhilarating as 
injecting a swarm of hot bees into your face. 
Ferociously thrilling it may be, but thankfully 
Destroy All Mivs/'c doesn't achieve the 
Armageddonish aim of its title.To do so 
would be to needlessly obliterate itself and 
spiral into endless paradox. Still, good try. 
Matt Evans 



Lasse Marhaug 



Tapes 1990-1999 (PicaDisk) 

Establishment is clearly the wrong word, 
but Lasse Marhaug's recent work in black 
metal/noise fusionistsJazkamer- not to 
mention genre-defining albums like 2004's 
The Shape Of Rock To Come- have seen 
this prolific Norwegian experimentalist rise 
to the top of the Scandinavian noise pile. 
Here, however, is what happened before: 
a ransacking of Marhaug's early tape archive 
that comes up with four CDs worth of 
harsh noise, cut-ups, and other surprisingly 
diverse sound experiments suggesting an 
encyclopaedic knowledge of Merzbow and 
the more esoteric corners of the US tape- 
trading underground, but with a questing, 
explorative spirit of their very own. There's a 
packed guest list, too, predominantly along 
harsh noise/power electronics lines; link-ups 
with Grunt and Macronympha being among 
the most grisly and bracing. 
Louis Pattison 



Blow Up Presents: Exclusive Blends 
Vols 1&2 (Blow Up) 

These days, library music forTV producers 
means reaching lazily for one of two CDs: 
the soundtrack to The Hoursby Philip Glass 
or The Essential Michael Nyman. Maybe 
something from the charts, if you're lucky. 
Which is a shame, as there was once a whole 
industry devoted to creating original mood 
pieces forTV and film, with specialist labels 
such as KPM hitting a particularly stylish 
vintage in the early Seventies. 

During the UK 'loungecore' scene of 
the Nineties, DJ PaulTunkin noted howwell 
such Hammond-heavy instrumentals worked 
at his Blow Up club in London. After much 
detective work tracking down the masters, 
he lovingly put together these infectious 
compilations, now reissued due to a 
resurgence of interest: Jarvis Cocker booked 
the KPM composers for his Meltdown 
Festival, while the likes of 'Blow-Up-A-Go- 
Go' are all over the trendier clothes adverts. 
Instant, impeccably-dressed cool. 
Dickon Edwards 




Shampoo 

We Are Shampoo (Cherry Red) 

So if Kenickie were my Nirvana (which they were; ecstatic 
angst made electric in glamour rather than noise) then 
Shampoo must be my Slits. In 19941 was caught by Jacqui 
and Carrie howling through 'Trouble' on The Chart Show, 
the Plumstead Manics fans who Steven Wells described as "Two evil-looking 
1 6-year-old fanzine editors and wannabe pop stars with Kylie haircuts, fluffy 
angora coats and stares so dumb and insolent that they freeze your blood " 
when he cast them in MSP's 'Little Baby Nothing' video. 

An adulthood on, and 'Trouble' is still ferociously catchy - a caterwauling 
mauling of Betty Boo-pop that sounds impossibly glamorous and brilliantly 
ordinary at the same time. But We Are Shampoo falls just short of being 
a kind of plastic-pop (Slits album) Cut. The 'Delicious' and 'Viva Le 
Megababes' hits are actually fairly bland, missing the bite and spite of early 
Bob Stanley-produced singles like the headkicking 'Bouffant Headbutt' (not 
included here), wherein the cobra-eyed Jacqui and Carrie spit hexes across 
the playground at a bitchy rival. 

Shampoo were signed not for their songs (they didn't have any) but off 
the back of a brilliant compilation tape they made. They knew that chart 
pop didn't have to be stuff like Whigf ield, it could be Fuzzbox or Strawberry 
Switchblade or The Waitresses. They invented 'girl power' and all that 
but their only legacy was 21 st Century Girls and Daphne & Celeste. They 
changed nothing. They were my Spice Girls, in the same way the Manics 
were so obviously Jacqui and Carrie's Take That. 
David McNamee 
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Derry 



The Bombay Connection Vol 1&2 
(Normal) 

Wild, extravagant, colourful, delirious. . .this 
collection of Bollywood soundtrack music 
contains some of the finest (most over the 
top, brass-patterned, sitar and jazz-textured, 
unpredictable, steamy, full-on) funk around. 

Volume one is subtitled Funk From 
Bollywood Action Thrillers 1977- 1984 and 
is lavish, frantic and ridiculous: featuring 
such gems as the sweat-saturated Indian 
calypso of 'Giraffe Trapping Music' and ultra- 
rare hippie funk from Salaam Memsaab. 

The second volume is subtitled 
Bombshell Baby Of Bombay - Nightclub 
Jazz, Surf And R'n 7? From Bollywood Films 
1959- 1972, and is sexy, stylish, smoking a 
wicked cigarette and oozing its way through 
such lascivious delights as Asha Bhosle's 
vamp-ish 'Mera Naam Hai Shabnam' and 
the immortal garage classic 'Bum Pam Bum 
Pam Pa Ra Ra', replete with Dick Dale-style 
surf guitars. This is genre fusion, like you're 
never experienced! 

Both sets come with immensely 
gratifying, luridTechnicolor digipaks and 
booklets. (Man, I would have loved to have 
seen this on 1 2-inch !) It's quite some way 
to receive a musical education. 
Everett True 



Now We Are Ten (Trunk) 

Having kicked off his label with the first grail- 
like reissue of The Wicker Man soundtrack, 
Jonny Trunk has carved himself something 
of a niche as a curatorial champion of prime, 
long-neglected film and library music gems. 
This 1 0-year anniversary bargain bucket 
presents a neat round-up of the spookily 
nostalgic, breezily puerileTrunk oeuvre: Basil 
Kirchins' sweetly melancholic title theme for 
1 969 Jenny Agutter curio I Start Counting, 
tinkling space-pastoral whimsy from The 
Clangers, immaculately bonkers retro jingles 
from Mike Sammes ( "It'saTimex! "), queasy 
woodland suspense from Blood On Satan's 
Claw, brushed dream-jazz bossa (Herbie 
Hancock, Michael GarrickTrio) and a way 
too short piece of Delia Derbyshire's classic 
The Tomorrow Peop/e work, to namecheck 
a handful. 

Trunk's own widescreen lounge 
excursions are beautifully crafted as well, 
Eighties choice bits of Dirty Fan Male- a 
selection of letters sent by sweaty-palmed 
admirers of his Eighties porn-starlet sister, 
setto cheeryWallyWharton-typefolk — are 
present and deeply incorrect. Much like the 
patter on his Resonance FM show, the liner 
notes are an additional digressive joy. 
James Papademetrie 




% 



Amon Duul II 

Wolf City (1972) 

" WolfCityls the one album in 
„ Julian Cope's Krautrocksampler 

Top 50 that even his total mastery 

of thee [sic] hyperbole doesn't 

manage to make sound inviting. 
So while I worked through the list I'd always missed out this record, until last week 
when I found myself sitting in the bath listening to it from a laptop perched on the 
toilet seat with the sinking feeling of musical inadequacy that I thought I was too 
arrogant to experience again. Describing it you have to admit it's stuffed with 
things that should revolt- antique guitar rock riffs, trilling overexcited saxophones 
and Renate Knaup's half-Yoko half-Nico mock-operatic vocals. But they seem to 
understand exactly the meaning of every element, exactly the perfect (comic) timing 
to diffuse any hint of indulgence and the whole thing carries you along in complete 
awe from start to finish, dropping you 39 minutes later, wondering if you should sell 
your studio." 
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hold a candle 

Words: Emily Bick 



Sonic Youth 

Daydream Nation (Geffen/Universal) 

I'm not going to tell you this is one of the best 
albums of all time. 

Daydream Nation was an album I heard half 
a lifetime ago, in the early Nineties, and even then, 
it was like some art-rock grail. At 1 4, I'd liked Goo 
a lot- read about it in Sassy magazine - but 



twenties, I discovered Ciccone Youth's Whitey 
Album, which was recorded from 1 986-88, and 
released soon after Daydream. Its dopey Robert 
Palmer cover and Madonna jokes showed me 
the humour and affection in Daydream Nation 
that I'd missed. Teenage Riot', 'Candle' and 
'Eric's Trip' are hopeful (and messy) 'Let's escape! ' 
anthems for anyone who's a bit confused and 
not too cool. 

Is Daydream Nation so worshipped because it's 
fixed to a certain moment in Sonic Youth's career? 
It's the pivot between the no wave/SST scree eras 



Hopeful 'Let's escape!' anthems for anyone 
who's a bit confused and not too cool 



admitting this was impossible to the cool hardcore 
kids who dismissed it as teenybopper grunge-lite. 
Daydream Nation was supposed to be the real 
deal, but I was afraid of the tinfoil-chewing 
agitated feedback of 'Silver Rocket' and in awe 
of the girls who analysed Kim Gordon's rant in 
'The Sprawl'. It was serious stuff, and as a result, 
I never really liked it much. 

Which is a damn shame, because this album 
deserves better. Years later, when I was in my mid- 



and the Geffen grunge years, when pre-internet 
alternaculture had its last shout. Nominating it 
for the 'best ever' lists may be a way for nervous 
critics of a certain age to fix their cool-cred flags 
into cultural turf, sort of like saying 'I was there' 
at Woodstock. 

Sonic Youth are not canonical. One of their 
greatest strengths as a band is how they spin away 
from each other into side projects, collaborations, 
film and design, and then come back together, 



stronger, stranger. They're prolific and always in 
flux. Even when they put out a relatively poppy 
album like 1998's/\ Thousand Leaves, they'll 
go and play freeform live shows like 2000's ATP, 
which caused someone in the audience to shout 
out "Grateful Dead!" 

In a way, this reissue is less like some official, 
platonic, best-album-ever version of Daydream 
Nation and more like a tinkered-with Wikipedia 
entry. It keeps looping in on itself, and it's better 
for it. First released as a double album, then a 
single CD, Daydream Nation (the reissue) is now 
a double CD -the official version, plus a live CD, 
with lots of unexpected shouts and squalls and 
fuck-ups which should hopefully give pause 
to some of the people who have bought tickets 
to the Daydream Live shows, expecting a note-for- 
note replay of the (earlier) recording. (Really, 
people, if that's what you want, why not save 
your money and play the album with some friends 
at home?) 

And if that weren't enough, the second CD 
ends with a clutch of bonus covers, from a dazed 
'Within You Without You' to a shock-treatment 
take on Captain Beef heart's 'Electricity', as if to say 
this document will never be final, lists be damned. 



Messthetics #1 03: D.I.Y 77-81 The 
Midlands (Hyped To Death) 

So, the Messthetics crew get round to the 
Midlands and the question, as ever, is 
whether their search for every single bit of 
recorded evidence (from every pootling 
pack'o'post-punk pricks who ever played a 
note) has yielded a fascinating transmission 
of voices denied pop space, or a wretched 
ragbag of bollocks that wasn't signed for a 
reason. As documentary, #103 is sporadically 
fascinating, snapshots of bedrooms and 
dreams in the late Seventies/early Eighties 
Midlands (when doom ran hand in hand 
with the most derisory wit), that for this 
Coventrian recalls the fact the four-minute 



nuclear warning went off in '81 and no one 
was in the least bit surprised. Sure, tracks by 
Digital Dinosaurs, Hardware and Swell Maps 
qualify as great audio but I seriously ain't 
gonna listen to much of the rest ever again 
because it sounds like what it is - half- 
talents recording their half-baked ideas on 
half-broken equipment. 

Crucially, where it's de rigeurXo see the 
whole Messthetics thang as righteously 
giving voice to the outsiders, there is nothing 
within this CD that competes in anyway with 
what was popular at the time (disco, funk, 
metal, early hip hop), and much of the 
wackily-monikered swill on offer serves as 
a reminderthatthe parochialism, insularity 
and snobbery of indie rock has been serving 



up a whole lot of creative dead matter since 
day dot. Persuade me differently, but when 
I wanna hear anything from 78-'81 I'm 
sticking with my Chic 1 2-inchers, cheers. 
Neil Kulkarni 



Now-Again Re:Sounds (Now-Again) 

Now-Again is the rare funk reissues alter-ego 
of slanted hip hop imprint Stones Throw, run 
by their in-house art-whizz, Egon.Forthis 
blissful comp, the amassed forces of Stones 
Throw (along with some notable guests) take 
their wrecking balls to some ancient dusty 
grooves, pulling ground-quake hip hop from 
the debris. Cut Chemist, J Rocc, Kenny Dope 
and Todd Terry brilliantly reupholster tracks 



by The LA Carnival and Kashmere Stage 
Band, but better still is Percee P's opening 
collaboration with Koushik, a tornado of 
blunt verse, ballistic drums and steroidal 
horn blasts, a funky riot party. Elsewhere, 
Guilty Simpson weaves gloomy magic from 
ghostly embers, while a clutch of rare funk 
nuggets - Leon Mitchison's panic-chased 
'Street Scene' and Sound In Light's haunting 
'Free Your Mind' in particular- maintain 
Now-Again's crate-digging batting average. 
Edan's 'Sagittarius Rap'-sounding like hip 
hop might've had it been invented around 
the time of The Age Of Aquarius, is best of 
a very fine bunch, further exploring this 
scene's whacked-out aesthetic. 
Stevie Chick 
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'lost and current gems from the wealth of traditional folk music 

and avant-garde/ free music' 
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turn on, tune in, geek out 

Words: Daniel Spicer 

Illustration: Thorn Dowse 

Plan B Radio photography: Greg Neate 

Brighton internet station 
totallyradio proudly broadcasts 
from the margins, with experts and 
enthusiasts spreading underground 
sounds around a very receptive globe 

As hobbies go, it's a strange one. Once a month 
I sequester myself in a tiny studio in central Brighton, 
put on a pair of comfortable headphones and settle 
down to play an hour of the latest releases from the 
world of avant-garde improvised music. There's no 
one around to hear me - no one even to make eye 
contact with - yet between the songs I talk out loud 
to myself, pedantically discussing the musicians, the 
labels and the parts of each tune that I dig. It's like 
going round to a friend's house to play him a bunch 
of new music I've discovered, finding that he's gone 
out for the day, but letting myself in and doing it 
anyway. It's also a hell of a lot of fun. 

And it's not quite as self-indulgent as it sounds. 
Through the miracles of technology, my monthly 
monologue becomes a show on the Brighton-based 
internet radio station, totallyradio, where, in its own 




small way, it's helping to keep alive a quietly 
rebellious up-yours to the suffocating demands 
of corporate control and industry agendas. 

Every month since its inception in 2000, the 
station has offered dozens of specialist interest 
shows, ranging from free jazz, extreme metal, 
electronica and hip hop to reggae, world music, 
drum'n'bass and alt country. The shows are put 
together by a ragged crew of contributors who 
give up their free time simply for the love of it. 
These shows are then available to be streamed 
by anyone with a computer and an internet 
connection, anywhere in the world. New shows 
can be heard for free every week, while an extensive 
archive of past shows is accessible to subscribers 
for a small fee - with plans afoot to make these 
available to all absolutely free of charge very soon. 



'There are about 300,000 
people tuning in every 
month, pretty much 
by word of mouth' 



The amazing thing is that this modestly 
maintained beacon of audio freedom has managed 
to build a global audience. Totally radio's founder 
and director, Daniel Nathan, has the figures to 
prove it: "There are about 300,000 people tuning 
in every month, pretty much byword of mouth. 
Every country recognised by the UN has listeners 
- hundreds of countries. We get emails from cities 
in central Asia that I hadn't previously heard of. 
Seven per cent of the listeners are in Brazil." 

One of the things that makes these figures 
all the more unlikely is that totallyradio is run on 
refreshingly old-fashioned principles. Somewhat at 
odds with the prevailing technology of downloads, 
faceless internet jukeboxes and MySpace pages, 
Totallyradio relies on the presence of living, human 
presenters -what Nathan calls "trusted guides" - 



leading the listener through the esoteric backwaters 
of their chosen field. "The classic model is the 
John Peel school of pirate radio. You've got an 
enthusiastic, passionate advocate of the music who 
doesn't pretend to be the most knowledgeable or 
didactic person, but he loves this stuff, he knows 
enough to share it and you can take it or leave it- 
he isn't beating you about the head with it." 

Clearly, much of the station's momentum -and 
its outsider identity - relies upon the input of its 
contributors: a band of enthusiasts as disparate as 
the music they play. It's something that owes a lotto 
the station's physical location of Brighton. "Everett 
True has talked about Brighton being an exciting, 
creative place," Nathan concedes. "There are a lot 
of maverick thinkers and lunatics and people with 
unusual interests, so it's a place where bands and 
artists and small record labels are likely to happen." 

Despite years of involvement in legitimate, 
mainstream broadcasting, totallyradio represents 
a culmination of Nathan's lifelong underground 
passion. "The original ideas probably go back to my 
days in pirate radio, years before I did any licensed or 
legal broadcasting. I set up a pirate station in South 
London - every teenage boy's ultimate ego trip. 
What the internet allows is something that goes 
full-circle back to that pirate ethos. You've got the 
possibility of doing something without format 
restrictions and corporate sponsors. There's always a 
danger that it can be horribly self-indulgent but the 
fact that it appeals to 300,000 people and there's 
some really talented people coming in every week 
to record interesting stuff and not be paid for it says 
that it is doing something right." 

Whichever way you look at it, what Totallyradio 
has achieved is a pretty heroic feat: seven years of 
broadcasting, underpinned by alternative values 
with a passionate non-profit ethos that means, 
financially, it's only ever, as Nathan puts it, 
"scraping by. " Yet, for all the uncertainty, the 
future's encouraging. "In the end, nobody's going 
to turn off the internet. It will still be the primary 
destination for people exploring new music." 

www.totallyradio.com 
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total immersion: further listening 

The Daily Show Total lyradio's flagship show. 
Mike Bradshaw presents five sessions a week including 
one in-depth look at a particular artist, label, 
movement or some other random notion emanating 
from his ludicrously large record collection -from 
dub to Krautrock, folk to punk. Like having your mate's 
knowledgeable big brother come round and play 
you records for an hour. 

The Mystery Lesson Plan Bs Daniel Spicer 
plays new releases in avant-garde improvised music, 
touching on free jazz, noise, Improv, free folk and 
anything else cooked up in the white-hot crucible 
of spontaneity. Light on easy-going toe-tappers, 
heavy on all-out scream'n'skronk. 
Plan B This magazine in audio form, kind of. 
Instigated by The Legend!, now presented by Jon 
Slade and Stephanie Goodman (left). Anti-radio at 
its best: irreverent, inept, exciting and eclectic. Where 
else are you going to hear White Noise, Link Wray and 
the Buzzcocks fighting for your attention? 
Totally Wired Anna Moulson's wide-eyed round 
up of everything happening on the local Brighton 
scene. Expect Brighton bands, demo clashes, guests, 
acoustic sessions, pre-releases, listings, competitions, 
mixes and more. This one's so professional it even goes 
out on the real radio too - Sunday nights on Juice 
107.2FM. 

Crooked Stylus The blurb says: "An umbrella 
show for sheltering outsider/edge music of all kinds. 
From the extra-terrestrial to the troglodyte we cover 
experimental, electronic, punk, funk and junk, all 
overheard by resident avant-gardeners Darius Akashic 
and DJ Bod. We say 'Hurrah!' to those who dare 
to be different and 'Yah Boo Sucks!' to musical 
compliance and the takers of an easy route to 
sonic creativity. " They really mean it. 
Noise Department DJ Feral presents "Extreme 
music for an extreme life in an extreme world", 
apparently. Black metal, death metal, grindcore, 
sludge, noise, punk rock, hardcore, metalcore. 
The heavier the better. 
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stop press 

Words: Everett True 

Tangents image: Alistair Fitchett 

As Punk Planet folds and the Tangents webzine 
closes, we mourn the passing of two great alternatives 



• 




4 



in print 



Punk Planetwas erudite, witty. I chanced across it at 
a time when I was disillusioned with the mainstream 
press. (I chanced across it, partly because of a 
random encounter with its then-editor Joel Schalit, 
who played backup in my all-star toy orchestra at 
The Stranger's Christmas party, Seattle 1998.) It 
won me over with its smart, political bent; the fact 
it had little to do with the insular macho world of US 
punk, despite its title; its clean, crisp design that to 
me indicated a fondness for the words contained 
within; the fact it boasted columnists of the calibre 
of Jessica Hopper. It equated 'punk' with alternative, 
DIY, outside of society; a means to question and 
challenge accepted mores. 

When I moved to Australia in 1 999, 1 engaged in 
a bitter once-removed argument with its publisher 
Dan Sinker, because I was so proud when they 
promised to print my travel diaries from 
across the Far East- 1 would religiously 
stomp into Melbourne's Chapel St 
Borders each week in search of the 
latest issue - and so enraged when 
they reneged on the promise 
(especially when I discovered it was 
because they considered them un-PC). 
No money was involved; itwasjustf/)e 
kudos of being printed in such a fine 
publication. I boughtthe 'zine, anyway: it contained 
enough fascination -focusing on underground US 
music and parading a love for the teachings of Joe 
Strummer, sure, but also covering the wider arts, 
print media, comic book artists. 

My anger was fierce, so fierce that it wasn't until 
a few years later that I actually started contributing 
-an interview with Electrelane(the brief: simply to 
write what I felt), and then a longer article on Wire 
(Dan paid when he could)... I was so chuffed. Not 
least because, when I was asked by Steve Gullick 
to help conceptualise the magazine that became 
Careless Talk Costs Lives, which eventually spawned 
Plan B, Punk Planet was one of the few places 
I looked to for inspiration in terms of design and 
integrity. (They later reciprocated the favour by 
featuring Careless Talk prominently in an issue- 



length The Revenge Of Print feature.) But even now, 
I swear that my life would've turned out differently 
if they'd printed those damn travel diaries. . . 

One place that did print them was Tangents, 
Alistair Fitchett's smart and emotional Internet 
tribute to all the music and art he grew up loving 
(Sarah Records, boys with guitars held high, the 
early Eighties vision of 'New Pop'). Ten years old this 
year, Tangents was one of the original webzines, 
and also an early precursor of the now-ubiquitous 
blog: when I was still rampaging hard I would send 
through diaries of my desperate, pathetic exploits 
in London, through my travels in Australia and back 
again to England, thoroughly pissed off with the 
music industry. 

Alistair was a fan's fan - never ashamed to 
parade his love for music and art, and contextualise 



Punk Planet was one of the 
few places I looked to for 
inspiration in terms of 
design and integrity 



it within his main life of teaching and cycle rides — 
and attracted a fine roster of equally passionate 
writers, former CTCL albums editor Tim Footman 
and ace pop commentator Kevin Pearce foremost 
among them. Indeed, when we started Careless 
Talk, Tangents (and the nascent UK Ladyfest 
organisation) was one of the few places I searched 
out writers from: much preferring the immediate, 
enthusiastic style of writing germinating there than 
the creaking, aged traditional music press. 

And now, in the past month, they've both gone: 
the magazine (1 3 years, 80 issues) brought low by 
lack of advertising and bad distributors, the webzine 
closed simply cos Alistair figured it was time. I'll miss 
them both, but the communities that both helped 
inspire and curate continue to thrive. 

www.punkplanet.com; www.tangents.co.uk 
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landscape of the erotic 

Words: Stewart Gardiner 

A conversation with Young Adam and 
Ha I lam Foe director David Mackenzie 



My wife was a little disappointed the day she picked 
up David Byrne's Young Adam score. The film 
hadn't been released yet, so this was her first chance 
to hear the soundtrack she had played on. She 
felt letdown because her cello only appeared on 
two tracks. I nevertheless found this incredibly 
impressive - we were, after all, dating at the time. 
However, that's not where this narcissistic anecdote 
ends. Sitting in the cinema watching Young Adam, 
she turned to me excitedly, realising her cello was 
woven throughout the film. It's a cinematic moment 
I cherish. 

Fast forward four years and I am sitting in 
Glasgow's West End with Young Adam's director 
David Mackenzie. His forthcoming film Hallam Foe 
-starring Jamie Bell-has won awards at the Berlin 
Film Festival and looks set to seriously raise Mackenzie's 
profile, particularly after the disappointing reception 
of the criminally underrated Asylum. We inevitably 
begin with his unique approach to music - Byrne 
aside, having The Pastels score your debut feature 
is surely the stuff of dreams. 

What was your approach on this project? 

" I made a decision early on not to involve a 
composer. I realised I couldn't afford to take any 
piece of music from my record collection or anyone 
else's, so I needed to be a bit more focused about 
the whole thing. And I came up with this idea of 
approaching Domino to do it. I was convinced that 
we'd have to get something along the line to fill 
a gap or deal with an emotion that I couldn't find 
in the music. In collaboration with my editor Colin 
Monie, we came up with a soundtrack that didn't 
need anything else. It's all back catalogue, basically." 

Have you always wanted to be a director? 

"Pretty much, yeah. When I was 18, 1 saw Jim 
Jarmusch's Stranger Than Paradise and it was like 
a ray of light for me. I went back to see it about 
four times that week. Then in about three weeks 
I saw 2001 , the Godard movie Alphavllle and 
Derek Jarman's Caravaggio. So that kind of - 1 just 
thought, fuck man, this world is too exciting to 
go home!" 
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'I'm trying to stop 
doing sex! I'm 
frightened to be 
typecast as the guy 
that does that' 



You have a rare talent for translating 
literary works into cinema. Young Adam 
[based on the novel by Alexander Trocchi] 
couldn't have been an easy starting point. 

" It had been floating around my head for a 
long time and I was aware of the very interior 
monologue -there's a lot of stuff going on beneath 
the surface. Ididn'twantitin voiceover. I didn't 
want to make a film that explained everything. I had 
to try and externalise in subtle ways things that were 
internal -to tell the story without loading it too 
heavily, and make it an emotional thing, when 
Trocchi's writing's quite dry and unemotional. Some 
of the flavour of that is in the film, but I needed to 
make it sing and ache a bit more. 

" I'm in the process of writing a script from 
scratch. It's a Western, it's an original idea by me and 
it's a very different process. You don't have anything 
to kick against, but I think that in the end it'll be 
more mine than anything else. It's not helped by the 
fact it's a Western. I'm looking up at the edifices of 
great cinema and American landscapes. " 

Your films explore eroticism frankly. 

"I'm trying to stop doing sex! I'm frightened 
to be typecast as the guy that does that. There was 
no way of telling Young Adam without the sex. It's 
a story about a guy's spiritual decline, told through 
a series of increasingly, I guess, ugly relationships. 
I wanted to tackle that head on and deal with it. 
Some people misinterpret that, and think it'sjust 
me being seedy for the sake of it. But that was not 
my intention." 

Hallam Foe debuted at Berlin, where it went 
on to win the Independent Jury Prize. 

" It was great. It's always terrifying when you 
show a film for the first time. And the press can be 
quite cruel to you. They were quite nice on Young 
Adam, but they were pretty tough on Asylum. And 
not only the press, but the audience reaction in that 
cinema in Berlin was fantastic. You could feel their 
emotions swaying with the film. 

" It's my take on the teen movie. It's probably 
more hopeful than most of my other films. Most of 
the other films are pretty downbeat. It's got some 
dark stuff in it, but it's really about rehabilitating a 
fairly fucked up kid into the world at large again. 
That's fun to do. It's nice to take a 1 7-year-old with 
all that energy, and all those forces that rip you 
when you're 17, and make a film about that." 

Hallam Foe opens this year's Edinburgh 
International Film Festival and is on general 
release from 3 1 August 
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Les Petites Vacances 



dir Olivier Peyon, 2006, Dogwoof, 90 mins 

The old feed upon the young; their energy, the exuberance, 
the naivety, the fact there's still so much to live for. . .This is 
one of the many themes that Peyon's moving, deftly handled, 
film covers. Ostensibly, Les Petites Vacances \s a road trip 
movie, wherein a doting grandmother - a former 
schoolteacher-takes her grandchildren on a vacation 
around French holiday resorts without either parent's 
consent, and starts behaving increasingly erratically as the 
time approaches for return. The photography is stunning, 
the plotline entrancing -with the inevitable dark moments 
tempered by humour and insight. Bernadette Lafont is superb 
as the pining, wilful grandma. All in all, a real treat. 
Everett True 




dir Kevin Billington, 1970, Digital Classics, 98 mins 

Mildly disappointing but an undoubted curiosity. Michael 
Rimmerls a tepid political satire, featuring Peter Cook, John 
Cleese and a Who's Who of late Sixties British TV comedy, that 
never quite breaks free of its moorings. Cook is superb as the 
malevolent mannequin Rimmer who starts at the bottom 
in an ad agency run by a bumbling Arthur Lowe, and slimes 
his way to the very pinnacle of politics (presaging uncannily 
the current trend for spin doctors); and it's a delight to see 
cameos from folk such as Harold Pinter playing a TV host, but 
this film has long since been relegated to cult status and it's 
not difficult to see why. It's a TV sketch show masquerading 
as a film -too late to capitalise on the success of That Was 
The Week That Was, presaging the far-crueller Monty Python, 
it often resorts to bad tits-and-arse jokes, and frankly, just 
isn't nastyenouqh. Still, fascinating to anyone wondering 
why the clearly talented Cook never made it in film. Available 
on DVD for the first time. 
Everett True 



GG Alhn And The Murder Junkies: 
Hated Special Edition 



dir Todd Phillips, 1 994, MVD Visual, 1 20 mins 



Johanna Went: The Club Years 



edit Mark Wheaton, 2007, Soleilmoon, 80 mins 

Phillips' documentary catalogues the dangerous nihilism of a 
punk life and death taken to wild extremes. All the expected 
onstage and offstage excretion, fights, depravity and arrests 
are there, and interviews with Allin, his band, family and 
friends, plus DVD commentaries, convey a sense of disgust 
that spilled out into disturbingly violent performances that 
devoured the idea of catharsis, shat it out, ate up the turd 
and spewed it in the laps of audiences he viewed as targets. 

Johanna Went took a post-punk feminist approach to her 
confrontational performances. Her streamed consciousness 
shrieks and burbles to discordant improv accompaniment, 
wrapped in a decade of bizarre costumes of wobbly genitalia, 
giant bloody tampons and dolls in Jello. It may be more 
theatrical, but The Club Kears captures shows which were 
as chaotic and unashamedly visceral in their own way. 
Richard Fontenoy 




This is Plan B; we like outsiders, right? Trouble is, it's 
a lot harder to create the illusion (and yes, it is an 
illusion, Daniel Johnston included) of spontaneous, 
honest, unrehearsed art when you're making films. 
Too many people, too much money involved, the 
small problem of shoving a camera in people's faces 
at every juncture. But that doesn't stop films taking 
outsiders - in whatever form - as their central 
character. In fact they thrive on it. Running 
Stumbled documents director John Maringouin's 
encounter with his estranged father, a Sixties 
dropout, Dadaist painter and former pimp named 
Johnny Roe. Maringouin, who was taken away at 
the age of three by his mother after Johnny tried 
to kill him, finds his father living a drug-dependent 
existence with Virgie, his common-law wife. 

It's shot in disorienting style: grainy black-and- 
white or red monochrome, with woozy camera 
angles that complement the vast quantities of 
downers being necked by Johnny and Virgie. So 
fried are their brains that the film has to be subtitled 
in English, which adds to the sense that we are 
looking into a world far removed from the everyday 
American life passing by outside on the streets 
of New Orleans. 

While the film is structured around the 
confrontation between father and son, its real pull 
is the warped relationship of Virgie and Johnny. The 
latter hasn't painted anything for the last 30 years, 
which he blames on the stifling presence of his wife. 
The couple pretty much despise one another, bound 
together only by their addictions. There's a vaguely 
tender moment where the two count out pills for 
one another, but that's about it. At one point, 
Maringouin is interviewing Virgie about her 
husband. "What would you put on his obituary 
under what his career was?" he asks. "Almost," 
is her drawled reply, before she lights another 
cigarette, barely a flicker of emotion upon her face. 

Taxiderma, by Hungarian director Gyorgy Palfi, 
tells the story of a family of misfits, over three 
generations. The first, a World War Two soldier 
charged with the important task of filling the 
bathwater for his commander's daughters, is a 
deformed loner who exists in a world of perverted 
sexual fantasies, which culminate in a particularly 
gruesome love scene involving him, a woodshed 
and a dead, butchered pig. We move swiftly on to 
the story of his son, a massively obese champion 
speed-eater in Soviet-era Hungary. He falls in love 
with and marries the women's champion, eventually 
producing a son, who we meet in adulthood for the 
final part of the story. He divides his time between 



working in a taxidermy shop and looking after his 
father who by now has grown so fat that he cannot 
move. These elements provide the building blocks 
for a truly disgusting denouement. 

Palfi winds this surrealist excess around the 
historical realities of the periods covered in 
Taxiderma and the juxtaposition is less than subtle 
on occasion - the rows of puking speed-eaters 
surrounded by the austerity of Sixties Hungary, for 
example. But for all its excess, there's a cartoon-ish 
element to the guts and gore that brings to mind 
films like Jean-Pierre Jeunet's Delicatessen. 

At the moment, Hollywood's favourite outsiders 
are people from Africa. There's been a run of films 
recently (The Last King Of Scotland, Blood Diamond, 
Goodbye Bafana) that have attempted to bring the 
continent's troubled past (and present) to a mass 



So fried are their 
brains that the film 
has to be subtitled in 
English 



Western audience. What links them all is that the 
story is told through the eyes of people 'like us' - 
ie, white Westerners. There's an argument to be 
made for making films accessible, but pandering to 
Hollywood's values also means that black Africans 
(even Nelson Mandela in the case of Goodbye 
Bafana, which tells the story of his imprisonment 
through the eyes of his Afrikaans jailor) are 
relegated to the sidelines of their own history. 

It's not as if African filmmakers don't have 
articulate enough voices themselves. You probably 
won't have seen it when it was released in cinemas, 
but Abderrahmane Sissako's Bamako is a case in 
point. Now out on DVD, it is set in the courtyard of 
Sissako's family home in Bamako, Mali. While the 
daily routines of family life circle around, a group 
of lawyers have put the World Bank and IMF on 
trial, accusing them of destroying Mali with their 
imposition of no-holds-barred capitalism on the 
country. It's carried off with playful humour, and 
there's even a cameo from Lethal Weapon star 
Danny Glover as a Wild West cowboy in a film- 
within-a-film. 

The characters in Bamako may be excluded 
from Western riches, but unlike Hollywood's take 
on Africans, they don't expect our pity. 
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the girlish revenge of ...tenebrous liar 

Words: kicking_k 

Photography: Steve Gullick 

Tenebrous Liar's Steve Gullick- iconic snapper, barroom 
growler, and half of the Loose Lips Sink Ships creative 
nucleus - steps out of the shadows 



OK, so clearly you have 
memorised (at least) one piece 
of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
yr work. Please quote your 
favourite here. 
"Tenebrous Liar is a band of 
remorseless men that wouldn't 
look out of place in a classic John 
Sturges western." 

What is the biggest misconception 
about the yr work? 

"That we're influenced by Madonna." 

The most over-used adjective(s)? 

"Sombre." 

What word never gets used that 
should? 

"Exuberant." 

What concept or detail about you 
is always missed? 

"That we have so much fun." 

What was the most heinous lie 
you ever told in an interview? 

"That I was male." 

Were you caught? 

"No." 



'I like everyone. 
I'm a people 
person' 



Were there any repercussions? 

"Not yet." 

Do you read your own press 
releases? Do you feel that 
they represent you adequately 
or inadequately? 

" I write my own press releases. 
They contain no truth whatsoever." 

What was your worst interview 
and/or photoshoot experience? 
What was the weirdest? 

"When I interviewed myself for the 
press release. When I photographed 
myself for the album cover. When 
I refused to cooperate." 

Correct your worst misquote. 

"Chan Marshall hasn't got round 
to endorsing our version of 'Nude 
As The News', but we're still friends, 
which suggests she hasn't actually 
played it." 



Being a music magazine editor, 
who do you plan on putting on 
the cover next, and why? 

" HTRK, because they sound and look 
fucking amazing." 

What do you do when a band/ 
photographer you don't like cites 
you as an influence? 

"It's never happened, I like everyone. 
I'm a people person." 

Do you ever Google yourself? 
What's the best/worst/weirdest 
experience resulting from this? 

"Yes - and that a review could make 
me question myself." 

What's the favourite of your 
numerous magazine/record 
covers and why? What does it, 
y'know, say about you? 

"Bonnie 'Prince' Billy's Master And 
Everyone - it's a great picture of 
a great friend." 

What brilliant (at the time) 
ideas regarding direction or 
presentation are you now glad 
you never followed? 

"That we didn't become a Speedo 
and cape wearing doom rock band." 

Have you ever made a music 
video that actually expressed 
something about the band, 
or has it all been purely empty 
multi-media gimmickry and 
super-superficial posturing? 
"We just refused to make a video, 
actually- I'm with Buggies!" 



Are there any territories where 
you've never had any success? 
Where? Where are you biggest, 
geographically? 

"We've never had any success. We all 
love the band so we're pretty huge in 
our own heads." 

What product/service/ 
organisation would you allow 
your music/photography to 
advertise and why? 

" Persil - 1 love clean clothes. Our 
Christmas song 'Black Snow' would 
be very appropriate. Your clothes get 
sooty, Persil rights the wrong! Or Arial 
orDaz, you know..." 

Have you ever covered a song 
'cause you think you can do it 
better than the original? 

"No, who would be that conceited?" 

Who's the worst (or weirdest) 
band you ever supported? 

"Steven Hawkwind." 

What's the most actually fairly 
insane thing a fan has done to 
impress you? 

"We have three fans, one was sick in 
a bin once. That was cool." 

What's the worst question you've 
ever been asked? And what was 
your answer? 

"Are you a girl or a bloke? I'm a girl." 

Tenebrous Liar's self-titled debut is out 
now and you should down it in one. . . 
www.firerecords.com 
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Issue 22 

Wiley, Espers, 
Justice, Holly 
Golightly, Von 
Sudenfed, Camera 
Obscura, Wolf Eyes, 
MikaMiko,ATPJhe 
White Stripes, HTRK, 
The Rebeljhe Field, 
Scout Niblettjara 
Jane O'Neil 
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Issue 21 

Battles, Daniel 
Miller, Chris 
Corsano, Bjork, 
Frida Hyvonen, 
Blonde Redhead, 
Gowns, Jeffrey 
Lewis, III Ease, 
Benga, Busdriver, 
Barr, Stereo Total 




Issue 20 

Electrelane, 
Messtheticsjhe 
Hold Steady, 
CocoRosie, Roll 
Deep, RobynJheEx, 
Infinite Livez, Good 
Shoes, XBXRX, 
Black Lips, The 
Gossip,Albert 
Maysles 



GRINDER 
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Issue 19 

Grinderman, Patrick 
Wolf, Arthur Russell, 
Of Montreal, Misty 's 
Big Adventure, 
Klashnekoff, Bonnie 
'Prince' Billy, Panda 
Bear, Clipse, The 
Hospitals, Jennifer 
Herrema 
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Issue 18 

Herman Dune, 
Joanna Newsom, 
Danielsonjhe 
Monks, Michael 
Mayer, Courtney 
Love, Frida Hyvonen, 
The Hold Steady, 
Mamie Stern, 
Fucked Up 




Issue 17 

Deerhoof, 
RonAsheton, 
Subtle, Wolf Eyes, 
The Evens, 
Mizz Beats, 
Gogol Bordello, 
lanSvenonius, 
Acid Mothers 
Temple and the 
Melting Paraiso UFO 



Issue 16 

Sunn 0))) and Boris, 
Erase Errata, 
Mastodon, 
The Blow, Clark, 
Bill Drummond, 
Joanna Newsom, 
Matthew 
Friedberger, 
Ghostface, Sparks 



Issue 15 

CSS, Slayer, 
Outsider Music, 
Spinto Band, 
Circulus, Black 
Angels, Zombi, 
His Name IsAlive, 
Team Shadetek, 
Raindance Film 
Festival, MF Grimm 




Issue 14 

The Gossip, 
Ronnie Spector, 
new Osaka noise, 
Camera Obscura, 
Dead Moon, 
M Ward, Noisettes, 
Casiotone ForThe 
Painfully Alone, 
James Holden 



Issue 13 

Silver Jews, 
Gogol Bordello, 
TV On The Radio, 
Magik Markers, 
Can, Wet Dog, 
JME, Dresden Dolls, 
Ut, Mudhoney, 
Grizzly Bear, 
New Flesh, Various 



Issue 12 

The Long Blondes, 
Final Fantasy, 
Mike Patton, 
The Pipettes, 
The Coup, dubstep, 
last.fm, Black Lips, 
Jana Hunter, 
Alex Smoke, 
Matmos 



Issue 11 

Yeah Yeah Yeahs, 
The Knife, Aphex 
Twin, Sonic Youth, 
Scatter, Nalle, 
The Concretes, 
Spank Rock, Battle, 
TheOrganJV 
Personalities, Jack 
Rose, The Seconds 



Issue 10 

The Research, 
Dirty Three, Liars, 
C-Mone, Young 
Marble Giants, 
Nathan Fake, 
Earth, Jens Lekman, 
Belle And 
Sebastian, 
Neil Gaiman, 
Young People 



Issue 9 

Cat Power, 
Animal Collective, 
The Go! Team, 
Daniel Johnston, 
ShootingAt 
Unarmed Men, 
Okkervil River, Baby 
Blue, Spoon, UK 
electronica, Instal, 
Ladyfest, Panico 



Issue 8 

Black Dice, 
Devendra Banhart, 
a female response 
to crunk, Franz 
Ferdinand, Sufjan 
Stevens, Vashti 
Bunyan,Alexander 
Tucker, Sons And 
Daughters, Patti 
Smith, Yat-Kha 
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Issue 7 

Sonic Youth, Smog, 
Kevin Blechdom, 
Oneida, The Blow, 
Architecture In 
Helsinki, Optimo, 
Bloc Party, 
AHawkAndA 
Hacksaw, 
Black Mountain 



SUBSCRIPTIONS 



UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price) 

EU airmail- 12 issuesfor£55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 



Check out www.planbmag.com for 
web-exclusive interviews, reviews, articles 
and staff weblogs, stockist information, 
gig guide, secure ordering and the ever 
thriving discussion forums. 

Plus archive articles and reviews from 
the first two years of Plan B. 



The first 10 subscribers will also receive a copy of 
Altered Ego's Dre Dre: Death RowDayz compilation. 

As ever Neil Kulkarni said it best, in his underrated Bring 
The Noise tome, when he praised Dre for making "the 
most immaculate American pop music since Michael 
Jackson's late Seventies /early Eighties run at godhead." 
Amen, and here's the third gospel, after The Chronic' and 
'Doggystyle'. Most of the singles are here, a few choice 
album cuts, plus all the essential errata from 'Natural Born 
Killaz' (with Ice Cube) to The Lady Of Rage's 'Afro Puffs' 
and 'California Love (Remix)', the only 2Pac song you'll ever 
need. Smokin'. 




To qualify for this offer, please mention 
PB24 on the back of your cheque, or in the 
Paypal comments box. 



The next issue of Plan B is in WH Smith, 
independent newsagents, Borders, 
HMV, Virgin Megastores, Waterstones 
and all good record shops the week 
beginning 3rd September 2007. If 
you have difficulty finding a copy, please 
enquire at your local record shop. For 
independent newsagents, you can ask 
them to order it at the counter, or email 
andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk 
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TO U TENGO MIBLAKE JIM WHITE WIUARD GRAKT CONSPIRACY 

JOHN PARISH STEPHANIE DOSEN SCOUT NIBLETT VIKING MOSES 

SEVENTEEN EVERGREEN KATE MAO ROBIN HITCHCOCK IONNA KELLEY 



SUPER FURRY ANIMALS BRITISH SEA POWER THE BEES BRAKES 

KING CREOSOTE JOAN AS POLICE WOMAN THE CONCRETES 

I'M FROM BARCELONA ARCHITECTURE IN HELSINKI RICHARO SWIFT 

BARREN HAYMAN DANIELSON L0NEY, DEAR DAVID THOMAS BROUGHTON 

MY BRIGHTEST DIAMOND DAVID VANDERVELDE HUSH THE MANY 

SUNNY DAY SETS FIRE MONKEY SWALLOWS THE UNIVERSE JOHNNY FLYNN 

DEVASTATIONS ALE8SI SLOW CLUB TAPE THE RADIO ZOMBIE ZOMBIE 



LAMBCHOP HOWE GELB SEASICK STEVE ARCHIE BRONSON OUTFIT 

THE BROKEN FAMILY BAND JAMES YORKSTON MALCOLM MIDDLETON 

JOSH T. PEARSON JENS LEKMAN HERMAN DUNE EUROS CHILDS 

JEFFREY LEWIS MISTTS BIG ADVENTURE PARIS MOTEL 

DAN SARTAIN FINDLAY BROWN CHARLIE PARR PETE AND THE PIRATES 

THE TWILIGHT SAD THE YOUNG REPUBLIC WOODPIGEON TELEGRAMS 

HYACINTH HOUSE PORT 0' BRIEH THE WAVE PICTURES 
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Fbx tickets and more iitf or mat ion please visit 

www.endoftheroadfestival.com 

Tickets also available from TICEETMA5TER 087 1 230 26 5 (24 hours) 




14th, 15th, 16th September 2007 at the 
LARMER TREE GARDENS, NORTH DORSET 



